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P R E FA © E: 


Hough it be dangerous to raiſe too great an ex- 
pectation , eſpecially in works of this nature , 
where we are to pleaſe an unſatiable Audience, yet 
tis r2aſonable to prepoſſeſs them in favour of an Au- 
or; and therefore both the Prologue and Epilogue 
norme you, that Ocd;pus was the moſt celebrated 
Piece of all Antiquity. That Sophocles, not only the 
greate Wit, but one of the greateſt Men in Athens, 
made it for the Stage, at the publick coſt; and chat 
it had the reputation of being his Maſter-piece , not 
only amongſt the ſeven of his which are {till remai - 
ning, but of the greater number which are periſh'd. 
Ariſtotle has more than once admir'd it in his Book 
of Poetry : Horace has mention'd it: Lucullus, Ju- 
lus Cæſar, and other noble Romans, have written on 
the ame ſubject , tho* their Poems are wholly loſt ; 
but Senecas is ſtill preſery'd. In our own Age 
Cornzille has, attempted. it, and it appears, by his 
petace , with great ſucceſs: But a judicious Reader 
wil eaſily obſerve, how much the Copy is inferior to 
the Original. He tells you himſelf, that he owes Lu 
part of his ſucceſs to the happy Epiſode of The 
and Dirce; which is the fame thing, as if we ſhould 
acknowledge, that we are indebted for our good for- 
tune, to the under-plot of Aadraſius, Euridice, and 
Creov. The truth is, he miſerably failed in the Cha- 
racter of his Hero. If he deſir d that Oedipus ſhould 
be pitied, he ſhould have made him a betrer Man. 
He forgot that Sophocles had taken care to ſhew him 
n his firſt entrance, a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſsful, 
areipious Prince; and in ſhort, a Father of his Coun- 
ry : inſtead of theſe he has drawn him ſufpicious , 
deigning, more anxious of keeping the Theban 
Coyn, chan ſolicitous for the ſafety of his People: 
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Ihe principal Perſonapprars almoſt conſtantly _ | 


4 PREFACE. 


HeQor'd by Theſeus, contemn'd by Dirce, & ſcaceM the ! 
maintaining a ſecond part in his own "Tragedy. Win th 
This was an error in the firſt concoction; and there-Ml is m 
fore never to be mended inthe ſecond or the third. u lo 
He introduc'd a greater Hero than Oedipus himſef; ¶ once 
for when Theſeus was once there, that companion of ve 1 


Hercules mult yield to none: the Poet was obliged MW yhic 


to turniſh him with buſineſs, to make him an Equi-W walk 
page ſuitable to his dignity 3 and by following him too fem | 
cloſe, toloſe his other King of Brentford in the crowd. Wveral 
Seneca, on the other fide , as if there were no ſuch de { 
thing as Nature to be minded in a Play, is a, nk 
running after pompous expreſſions , pointed fenten- 
ces, and philoſophical notions, more proper tor the 
Study than the Stage. The French man followed 
wrong ſcent; and the Roman was abſolutely at cold 
hunting. All we cou'd gather out of Corneille, wa 
that an Epiſode muſt be, but not his way: and & 
neca pfl us wich no new hint , but only a rei 
tion which he makes of his Tireſias raiſing the ghol 
of Lajus , which is here perform d in view of the Au 
dience; the Rites and Ceremonies fo far his, as be 
agreed with Antiquity, andthe Religion ofthe Greets 
but he himſelf was beholden to Homer's Tireſias in the 
Oayſſes for ſome of them; and the reſt have bee 
collected from Heliodore's Ethiopiques , and Lucans 
Erictho. Sophocles, indeed, is admirable every where; 
and therefore we have follow'd him as cloſe 5 
poſſibly we cou'd: butthe Athenian Theatre (whethe 
more perfect than ours, is not now diſputed) had 
perfection differing from ours. Youſee there in eve! 
Act, a ſingle Scene, or two at moſt , which manage 
the buſineis of the Play; and after that ſucceeds tle 
Chorus, which commonly takes up more time n 
ſinging, than there has been employ'd in ſpeaking: 
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cel the Play; but the inferior Parts ſeldom above once 
. i che whole Tragedy. The conduct of our Stage 
e-M is much more difficult, where we are oblig'd never 
rd. to loſe any conſiderable Character which we have 
once preſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain d, that 
ve muſt form an Under-Plot of ſecond Perſons , 
which muſt be depending on the firſt; and their by- 
walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth , which all of 
em lead into the great Parterre; or like ſo many ſe- 
veral lodging chambers, which have their outlets into 
the fame Gallery. Perhaps, after all, if we cou'd 
think ſo the ancient method, as tis the eaſieſt, is 
Wi the moſt natural, and the beſt : For variety, as 
tmanag'd , is too often ſubject to breed diſtraction; 
and while we wou'd pleaſe too many ways, for want 
of art in the conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we 
have given you more already than was neceſſary 
for a Preface; and for ought we know, may Nn no 
more by our inſtructions, than that politick Nation 
þlike to do, who have taught their Enemies to fight 
long, that at laſt they are in a condition to invade 
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Hen Athens all the Græcian State did guide, 
| And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſde, 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did ſit , 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit: 
And Wit from Wiſdom differ'd not in thoſe , 
But as tauas ſang in verſe, or ſaid in proſe. 
Then Oedipus on crowned Theatres , 
Drew all admiring cyes and liſtniug ears; 
The pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every line, 
The nobleſt, manlieſt , and the beſt deſign ! 
And every ( ritick 4 each learned Age, 
By this juſt model has reform d the Stage. 
Now , ſtould it fail, (as Headb'n avert our fear |) 
Damn it in ſilence , af the World ſhould bear. 
For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe , 
Vn might ſet up for perfect Savages: 
Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men: 
But think the Nation all turn d Picts agen. 
Faith, as you manage matters, *tis not fit 
Tou should ſuſpect your ſelves of too much it. 
Drive not the jeſt too far, but ſpare this piece: 
And, for this once, be not more cuiſe than Greece 
Lee twice: Do not pell-mell to damning fall, 
Lite true born Britains, who nc er think at all; 
Pray be advis'd; and though at Mons you won, 
Or: pointed Cannon do not always run. 
With ſome reſpect to ancient Wit proceed; 
Tou take the four firſt Councils for your creed. 
But æuhen you lay Tradition wholly by 
And on the private Spirit alone rely, 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
If notwithſtanding all that de can ſay, 
Tou needs <will have your pen worth of the Play, 
And come reſolvd to damm, becauſe you pay; 
Record it, in memorial of the fact, 


The firſt Play buried ſmce the Il vollen Act. EP: 


. Hat Sophocles could undertake alone, | 

* Our Poets found a work for more than one; 

And therefore two lay tugging at the Piece, (Greece. 

With all their force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from 

A «weight that bent even Seneca's ſtrong Muſe ; 

And which Corneille's ſhoulders did refuſe. 

So hard it is the Athenian Harp to ſtring ! 

do much Tivo Conſuls yie!d to one juſt King. 

Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; 

The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play: 

How heavy will thoſe vulgar Souls be found, 

Whom tuo ſuch Engines cannot move from ground? 

When Greece and Rome have ſinild upon this birth, 

lou can but damm for one poor ſpot of earth : 

And when your Children find your judgment ſuch , 

Dey ll ſcorn their Sires , and wwish themſelves born Dutch. 

Each haughty Poet will infer with eaſe, | 40 
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How much his Wit muſt under urite to pleaſe. 
As ſome ſtrong Churle <vould brandishing advance 
monumental Sword that conquer d France; 

So you by judzing this, your judgments teach; 
Thus far you like , that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the Vote of full Txwo thouſand Years 10 
Has crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs; { 
Think it a debt you pay, not alms you give, 
And in your own aefence, let this Play live. i: 


Think em not vain, when Sophocles is shown , [4 

To praiſe his <vorth they humbly doubt their own. 1 

Tet as weak States each others pow'r aſſure , i 

Weak Poets, by conjunction are ſecure. | 

BY 7heir Treat is what your ”allats relich moſt , | | 

MW Charm! Song! and Show! a Murder, anda Ghoſt! | 1 
| 


We know not what you can deſire or hope, | 1 

To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. | 
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DRAMATIS PERSON& 


OEDIPUS 
ADRASTUS. 
CREON. 
TIRESTIAS. 
HA MON. 
ALCANDER. 
DIOCLES. 


PYRA CMON. 


PHORBAS. 
DY MAS. 
EGEON. 


Ghoſt of Lajus 


JOCASTA. 
EURYDICE. 
MAN TO. 


M E N. 


Prieſt, Citizens, Attendants , Oc. 
"SCENE, THERERS: 


OE DI- 


: 


U. I. 
SCENE 


The Curtain riſes to a plaintive June, repre- 
ſenting the preſent condition of Thebes; Dead 
bodies appear at à diſtance in the Streets; 
ſome faint iy go over the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon. 


ALCANDER. 


Ethinks we ſtand on ruines ; Nature ſhakes 

About us : and the univerſal frame 

Solooſe, that it but wants another puſh 

To leap from off its hinges. 

Dioc. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody globe 

hat rowls above; a bald and beamleſs fire; 

lis face o'er grown with ſcurf: the Suns lick too; 

bortly he'll be an Earth. P 

Hr. Therefore the Scaſons 

Lic all confus'd ; and by the Heavens neglected, 

forget themſelves: blind Winter meets the Summer 

n bis mid-way , and ſeeing not his livery, 

fu driv'n him headlong back: and the raw damps , 
Ag | With 
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170 OEDIPUS. 


With flaggy wings, fly heavily about , 
Scattering their peſtilential colds and rheums The 
Throvgh all the lazy Air. 


Alc. Hence Murrains follow, * 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : Ift 
At laſt, the malady 1 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog p 
Dy'd at his Maſter's fect. D 
Dioc. And next his Maſter : Ofc 
For all thole Plagues which Earth and Air had broodei © 
Firſt on inſeriour creatures try'd their force; Witl 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man. 


Pyr. And then a thouſand Deaths at once advanc'd, C 


And every dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 4 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell; one but began AM 
To wonder & ſtraight fell a wonder too 1 
A third , who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 5 
Dropt in the pious act. Heard you that groan ? C 
[ Groan wit hau The 

Dioc. A troop of Ghoſts took flight together there: I Pear 
Now Death's grown riotous, & will play no more Wit 
For ſingle ſtakes, but Families and Tribes. 7 
How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt ? Her 
And that next minute, p 
Ou bodies caſt into ſome common pit, P 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid He 
by half a People? ( 
Ale, There's a chain of cauſes Me 
Link'd to effects; invincible Neceſſity Mo 
That vvhat e er is, could not but ſo have been; Th 
That's my ſecurity Ma 
NG Th 
To them enter Crean. Lie 

An 

Creon So had it need, when all our ſtreets lic cover" | 
With dead and dying Men , | Th 
And Earth expoſes bodies on the payements A! 


More than ſhe hides in Graves! ; | 
G 6 


netwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 
The Nuptial torch do common offices | 
Of Marriage and of Death. | 
Dioc. Now ,Oedipus , 
If he return from War, our other Plague) 
Will ſcarce find half he left, to grace his Triumphs. 
Pye. A feeble Pean will be ſung betore him. 
Alc. He would do well to bring the Wives & Children 
Of conquer'd Argians to renew his Thebes. 
Creon May Funerals meet him at the City-gates 
With their deteſted Omen. 
Dioc Ot his Children. 
Creon. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 
Alc. Oh that our Thebes might once again be hold 
A Monarch Theban born! 
Dioc. We might have had one. 
Pyr. Tes, had the People pleas'd. 
Crton. Come, y are my Friends: 
MF The Queen my Silter, after Lajus' death , 
rar d to lie fingle , and ſupply d his place 
With a young Succeſſor. 
Dioc He much reſembles 
Her former Husband too. 
Ale. 1 always thought ſo. 
Pyr. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his 
He will be very Lajus. black locks 
Creon. So he will. 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus, \ 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
Theſe Women are tuch cunning purveyors : 
Mark where their appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The ſame reſemblance in a younger Lover. 
Lies brooding in their fancies the ſame pleaſures, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire. 
ri Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon had been King; but Oedipus , 
A Stranger! 
| Creon. That word Stranger, I confeſs 
; | Sounds 


| 
| 


7  OEDIPUS. 


Sounds harſhly in my ears. 

Dioc. We are your Creatures: 
The People prone, as in all general ills, 
To ſudden change; the — in Wars abroad; 
The Queen, a Woman weak and unregarded; 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjointed propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd. 

Creon, The Gods have done 
Their part by ſending this commodious Plague: 
But oh the Princeſs ! her hard heart is ſhut, 
By adamantine locks, againſt my Love. 


Alc. Yourclaim to her isſtrong ; you are betroth'd! ' 


Pyr. True! in her nonage. 

Alc. Rut that lett's remov'd, 

Dioc- I heard the Prince of Argos, your Adraſtus, 
When he was Hoſtage here — 

Creon. Oh name him not! the bane of all my hopes; 
Thar hot-brain'd, head · long Warriour, has the charms 
Of Youth, and ſome what of a lucky raſhneſs ; 

To pleaſe a Woman yet more fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward form 
And empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man 

Ale. But ſince the War broke out about our Frontiers 
He's now a Foe to Thebes ! 

Creon. But is not ſo to her: ſee, ſhe appears; 
Once more I'll prove my fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude, 
Lay load upon the Court; gull em with Freedom; 
And you ſhall ſee em toſs their tails, and gad, 
As it the Breeze had ſtung em. 

Dioc. Well about it, 

Excunt Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon, 


Enter Eurydice. 


Creon. Hail. Royal Maid, thou bright Eurjdice! = 
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Alaviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born; 
And made thee of ſuch kindred-mold to Heaven, 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Heaven's than ours. 
Eur. Caſt round your eyes; 
Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Men, 
Like Cadmus' brood they juſtled for the paſſage: 
Now look for thoſe erected heads, and ſee em 
Like pebbles paving all our publick ways: 
When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 
It theſe be hours of courtſhip ? 
Creon. Yes, they are; 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time 
We ſhould renew the Race. 
Eur. What, in the midſt of horror! 
Creon. Why not then? 
There's the more need of comfort. 
Exryd. Impious Creon! | 
Creon. Unjuſt Eurydice! can you accuſe me 
Of love, which is Heaven's precept, and not fear 
Ihat vengeance, which you ſay purſues our crimes, 
Should reach your perjuries? 
Eury. Still th' old argument. 
bade you caſt your eyes on other Men; 
Now caſt em on your ſelf: think what you are. 
Creow. A Man. | 
Buryd. A Man! 
Creon. Why doubt you? I'm a Man 
Euryu. Tis well you tell me fo ; I ſhould miſtake you, 
For any other part o'th' whole creation, 
Rather than think you Man : hence from my ſight, 
Thou poyſon to my eyes, 
Creon. *T'was you firſt poyſon'd mine; & yet methinks 
My face and perſon ſhou'd not make you ſport. 
Euryd, You force me, by your importunities, 
To ſhew you what you are. 
Creon. A Prince, who loves you: 
And ſince your pride proyokes me, worth your Love, 
Ey n at its higheſt value. 
Zurya. 
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Euryd. Love trom thee ? 

Why Love renounc'd thee e're thou ſaw'ſtthe light: 
Nature + ielf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd, the work's not mine 

The Midwite ſtood agaft ; and when ſhe ſaw 

Thy monntain back, and thy diſtorted legs, 

T hy tace it ſelf, 

Halt minted with the Royal ſtamp of Man, 

And halt o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whole right in thee were more: 

And knew not it to burn thee in the flames, 

Were not the holier work. 

Creon. Am I to blame, if Nature threw: my body 
In ſo perverſe a mold? yet when ſhe caſt / 
Her envious hand upon my ſ upple | joints 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled em 
On heaps in their dark lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled work, ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fair. 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, ä 
The Gods {truck fire, and lighted up the u 
That beautifie the Sky; ſo ſhe intorm'd 3 
This ill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul: 

And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 


Euryd. No, thou art all one error, Soul and Body; 


The firſt young tryal of ſome unskill'd Power, 
Rude in the making Art , and Ape of Fove. 

Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd gut thy bacl:, 
And wander'd in thy limbs: to thy own Kind 
Make love, if thou canſt find it in the Warld'; 
And ſeck not from our Sex to raiſe an off ping 


Which, mingled with the reſt , would rape the Coch 


To cut off Hun man-kind, 
Creon. No; let em leave 
The Argian Prince for you: that Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe , and break we Vows 
You made to me. 
Furyd. They were my Mother's vows, 
Made when Iwas at Nurle. Wi 


Creon. 


| lo inat 


But love 
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Cem. But hear me, Maid; 
ws blot of Nature, this deform d, loath'd, Creon, 
maſter of a {word , to reach the blood 
{your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods fine work, 
ind ſtab you in his heart. 
kund. This when thou doeſt, 
Nen mayꝰ ſt thou ſtill be curſt with loving me: 
ud, as thou art, be ſtil] unpitied, loath'd. 
id let his Ghoſt — No, let his Ghoſt have reſt; 
ju let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 
Creon haunt himſelf, Exit Eurydice 
con. I is true, Iam 
ſut ſhe has told me, an offence to ſight: 
ly Body opens in ward to my Soul, 
d lets in day to make my Vices ſcen, 
ill diſcerning eyes, but the blind vulgar. 
I nuſt make halte ere Oedipus return, 
lo inatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love; 
it love with malice; as an angry Cur 
urls while he feeds; ſo will 1 ſeize and ſtanch 
e hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
ad leave the ſcraps for Slaves. 
Enter Tireſias, leaning on a ſtaff , ani led by his 
; Daughter Manto. 
at makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad? 
ou d his Apollo had him; he's too holy 
Earth and me? I'll ſhun his walk, and ſeek 
Y popular Friends. (Exit Creon. 
Lreſias. A little farther, yet a little farther, 
[tou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
duct my weary ſteps; and thou who ſeeſt 
or me and for thy ſelt, beware thou tread not 
th im pious ſteps upon dead corps;-— Now ltay, 
thinks I draw more open, vital air, 
here are we? 
Manto. Under covert ofa Wall: 
he molt trequented once, and noiſie part 
WfThebes, now midnight fileace reigns even here; 


And 


— 
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And graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our feet. 
Tir. If there be nigh this place a ſunny bank, 
There let ine reſt a while : a ſunny bank ! 
Alas how can it be. where no Sun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking taper in the skies, 
That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowyſie head 
Jo glimmer through the damps. 
[ 4 Noi/e within: Follow , follow, follow. 4 Cen, 
| Creon, A Creon, 
Hark ] a tumultuous noiſe, and Creon's Name 
Thrice echoed, __ | 
Man. Fly, the tempeſt drives this way, 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their ſit 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, 
Secure of greater ill ! 
[ Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, dn 


Enter Creon , Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon, 
| by the Crowd. 


Creon. I thank ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refik 
The Honours you intend me; they're too great, 
And I am too unworthy ; think agen, 

Aud make a better choice, 
3. Cit, Think twice! Ine er thought twice inal 
life: that's double work. 

2. Cit. My firſt word is always my ſecond ; andi 


fore 111 have no ſecond word; and therefore ati 


gain | {ay , a Creon. 
All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creos. 
Creen Yet hear me, Fellow Citizens. 


Dioc. Fellow Citizens! there was a word of kin 


Alc. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar 
1. Cit. Never, never; He was too proud. 
Creon. Indeed he could not, for he was a Strang 

But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 
Forbid it Rea n, the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born, 
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is true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among you » 
Becaule a Stranger rul'd. But what of that? 
Can | redreis it now ? | 

3. Cit, Yes, you or none. 
is certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe he reigns. 

Creon. Oedipus may return: You may be ruin'd. 

- 1. Cit, Nay , it that be the matter, we are ruin'd 
already. | 

2. Cit. Half ot us that are here preſent, were living 
Men but yeſterday ; and we that are abſent ,do but drop , 
and drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or 
living : therefore, while we are ſound and well, let us 
fatisie our Conſciences, and make anew King. | 

3. Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another 
Coronation ! And then, if we muſt die, we'll go merrily 
together 

All To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 

Dive. Are you content Creon ſhall be your King? 

All. A Creon, a Crem , a Creon. 

Tir. Hear me ye Thebans : And thou Creon hear me! 

1. Cit, Who's that wouid be heard ? We'll hear no 
Man: we can ſcarce hear one another. | 

Tir. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 

2. Cit. O, tis Apollo's Prieſt; we muſt hear him: Tis 
the old blind Prophet, that ſees all things. 

z. Cit, He comes from the Gods too; and they are 
our betters, and therefore in good manners we mult 
hear him. Speak, Prophet. 

2. Cit. For coming from the Gods, that's no great 
matter; they can all ſay that: But he's a great Sholar, he 
can make Almanacks an he were put to't ; and therefore L 
ſay hear him. 

Tir. When angry Heav'n ſcatters its plagues among 
Isit for nought, ye Thehans ? Are the Gods (you, 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? Are there no crimes 
Which pull this vengeance down ? 

1. Cit, Tes, yes, no doubt, there are ſome ſins 
ſtirr ing. 


GD 


ſtirriog, that are the cauſe of all. 
3. Cis. Yes, there are fins, or we ſhould have wy 
Taxes. : 


2. Cit. For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſafe Con 
ſcience; Incerfin'din all my life. 
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1. Cit. Nor I. 3. Cit, Nor l. 
2. Cit. Then we are all juſtified : The fin lies not atoyr 
Tir. All juſtified alike , and yet all guilty. [ doo, 
Were every Man's falſe-dealing brought to light; 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries; 
His weights and meaſures, th'other Man's extortions, 
With what face could you tell offended Heay'n , 
You had not fin'd ? 

2. Cit. Nay, if theſe be ſins the caſe is alter d: For 
my part, | never thought any thing but Murder had bee 
a ſin. 

Tir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to'em. Impious Thebans ! 

Have you not ſworn before the Gods, to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipas, your King, 

By publick voice elected ? Anſwer me, 

If this be true. 

2. Cit. Thisis true: butit's a hard world, 
Neighbours, it a Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter. 

Creon Speak Diocles : All goes wrong, 

Dioc How ! Are you Traytors , Country- men of Thehs! 
This holy Sir, who prefles you with oaths, 
Forgers your firſt. Were you not {worn before 
To Lajus, and his blood? 
All. We were, we were. 
Dioc. While Lajus has a lawful Succeſſor , 
Your firſt Oath (till muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is Heir to Lajus; let her marry Creon: 
Offended Heav'n will never be apeas'd , 
While Oedipus pollutes the Throne of Lajus, 
A ſtranger to his blood. 
All. We'll no Oedipus, no Oedipus. : 
1. Cit. He puts the Prophet in a mouſe-hole. 4 
1 , 


De 3 


2. Cit. 1 knew it would be ſo: The laſt Man even 
ſpeaks the belt reaſon. : 
Tir. Can benefits thus die? Ungrateful Thebans ! 
Remember yet, hen after Lajus' death, 
The Monſter Sphynx laid your rich country waſte 
Your Vineyards ſpoil d, your labouring Oxen flew ; 
Your ſelves, for fear, mew'd up within your Walls, 
She, taller than your Gates, o er look'd your Town. 
But when ſhe rais'd her bulk to fail above you, 
the drove the air around her, like a Whirl-wind , 
And ſhaded all beneath; till tooping down. 
She clap'd her leathern wings againit your Tow'rs 
And thruſt out her | ng neck, ev'n to your doors. 
Dioc. Alc. Pyr We'll hear no more. 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temples, 
T'invoke the Gods for aid: the proudeſt he 
Who leads you now, then cow'd like a dar d Lark: 
This Creon ſhook for fear; 
The blood of Lajus curdled in his veins, 
Till Oedipus arriv'd, 
Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods; 
Himſelf to you a God: Ye offer d him 
Your Queen and Crown ; (but what was then your 
And Heav'n authoriz'd it by his ſucceſs. (Crown!) 
Speak then who is your lawful King? 
All. Tis Oedipus 
Tir. Tis Oedipus indeed, your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream ; for ſomething ſtil] there lies 
In Heaven's dark volume, which | read thro* mitts; 
Tis great, prodigious; tis a dreadful birth 
Of wondrous fate: andnow, uſt now diſcloſing. 
I fee, I ice how terrible it dawns! 
And my Soul fickens with it. 
1. Cit. How the God ſhakes him Triumph ; 
Tir He comes He comes Victory Conqueſt ! 
But Oh! Gviltleſg and guilty. Murder !Parricide / 
Inceſt ! Diſcovery ! Puniſhment—'tis ended, 
B 2 And 
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20 OED: IPUS. 
And all your ſufferings o'er.” 


A Trumpet within; Enter Hzmon. 


Hem. Rouze up, ye Thebans; tune your Io Pears, 
Your King returns; the Argians are o'recome , 

Their warlike Prince in ſingle combat taken 
And led in bonds by God- like Oedipus. 

All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus. 

Creon. Furies confound his Fortune! [ 4þd, 
Haſte, all haſte, (To then 
And meet with bleſſings our victorious King; 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy - days; 

Crown all the Statues of our Gods with garlands; 

And raiſe a brazen Collumn, thus inſerib d, 
To Oedipus, now twice a Conqueror; 
Deliverer of his Thebes. 
Truſt me, I weep for joy to ſee this day. try-men, 

Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows how thou weep'ſt: Go Coun- 

And as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, 
So meet your King, with Bays, and Olive-branches: 
Bow down, and touch his knees, and beg from him 
An endofall your woes; for only he 

Can give it you. [ Exit Tireſias, the People follmi 


Enter Oedipus in Triumph : Adraſtus Priſoner ; | 
Dymas , Train. 


Creon. All hail, great Oedipus ! 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail; welcome to Thebes, 
To thy own Thebes, to all that's left of Thebes; | 
For halfthy Citizens are {wept away , 
And wanting to thy Triumphs; 
And we, the happy remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and die. 

Oed. Thus pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; 
But lent by Heaven, upon har d uſur; 4 4 
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1nd while Jove holds us out the bowl of Joy , 


I gre it can reach our lips, tis daſh'd with gall 
[by fome left handed God. O mournful Triumph! 


0conquelt, gain'd abroad, and loſt at home! 

0 Argos, now rejoyce , for Thebes lies low ; 

Thy laughter d Sons now ſmile, and think they won, 

When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than theirs, 
Adraſt. No, Argos mourns with Thebes; you tem- 

per'd ſo 

Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem'd 

The manlter vertue, and much more prevail'd. 

While Argos is a People, think your Thebes 

Cin never want for Subjects: Every Nation 

Will crowd to ſerve, where Oedipus commands. 

Creon to Ham ] How mean it thews, to fawn upon 

the Victor / [ wile : 

Hem. Had you beheld him fight, you had ſaid other- 
Come, *tis brave bearing in him , notto envy 
duperiour Virtue, 

Oed. This indeed, is conqueſt, 

Togain a Friend like you. Why were we Foes ? 

Adraſt. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain'd an 
[fought to have it in my power to do equal 
What thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my conqueſt , 

To ſhew thee, Honour was my only motive. 

Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 

And Thebes thus waſte , I would not take the gift, 
Which, like a toy drop'd from the hands of Fortune, 


Lay for the next chance- comer. 


Oed. ¶ Embracing. ] No more Captive, 
But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy love, 
Than when hard gantlets clench'd our warlike hands , 
And kept 'em from ſoft uſe. 

Adraſt. My Conqueror! 

Oed. My Friend | That other name keeps enmity alive. 
but longer to detain thee , were a crime: 
To love, and to Eurydice, go free: 

EN 2: Sueh 


. OEDIPUS 


Such welcome as a ruin'd Town can give: 

Exp ct from me; the reit let her ſuppl 
Adraſt. | go without a bluſh though conquer'q twice, 

Py you, and b. my Prineecls. (Exit A draſtu 
Creon Aſide. I hen j am conquer d thrice ; by Oedipy, 

And her, and even by him, the Slave of both 

Gods'l am beholding to you for making me your Image 

Would | could make you mine. [Exit Crean, 


Enter the People with branches in their hands , bolding 
them up , and kneeling : two Prieſts before them. 
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Oed. Alas, my People! 
What means this ipechlels ſorrow , down-caſt eyes, 
And lifted hands ? If there be une among you, 
Whom griet has left a tongue, ſpeak for the reſt, 
1. Pr. O Father of thy Country! 
To thee theſe knees are bent, theſe eyes are lifted, 
As to a vilible Divinity. 
A Prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 
The bus'neſs of Mankind : for Proyidence 
Might on thy boſom ſleep ſecure , 
And leave her task to thee. 
But where's the Glory of thy former acts? 
Ev'n that's deſtroy d when none ſhall live to ſpeak it, 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute: 
A People of the dead; a crowded deſart: 
A Midnight-filence at the noon of day. Kee 
Oed. Oh! were our Gods as ready with their pity, 
As 1 with mine, this preſence ſhould be throng'd 
With all I left alive; and my fad eyes 
Not {earch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd ſight 
Flatter'd my toils of War. 
1. Pr, Twice our Deliverer ! 
Ded Nor are now your vows 
Adrels d to one who ſleeps: 
When this unwelcome news firſt reach'd my ears, 
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pymas was ſent to Delp hs, to enquire 
The cauſe and cure of this contagious ill; 


Jad is this day return'd: But fince his meſſage 


Concerns the publick, | retus'd to hear it, 
Bit in this general preſence ; Let him ſpeak. 
Dymas. A dreadful anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And ſacred Tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious words, 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed hour , by curſed hand , 
Blood Royal umeveng d, has curs d the Land 
Wen Lajus Death is expiated well. | 
Tur Plague ſhall ceaſe: the reſt let L1yjus tell. 
Oed. Dreadful indeed! Blood, & a King's blood too! 
And ſuch a King's! and by his Subjects ſhed ? 
(Elſe why this curſe on Thebes ? ) No wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch crimes, 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery 
All muſt be empty'd on us: Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes : but more be call'd for , more! 
New.molded Thunder, of a larger ſize, 
Diir'a by whole Fove. What! Touch anointed Pow'r! 
Then Gods beware; Fove would himſelf be next, 
Cou'd you but reach him too. 
2. /r We mournthe ſad remembrance. 
Oed Well you may. 
Worſe than a Plague infects you Y'are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th'lnfernal Pow'rs: 
Hell has a right in you. Ithink you Gods, 
That I'm no Theban born. How my blood curdles! 
Asif this curſe touch'd me ! and touch'd me nearer 
Than all this preſence ! = Yes, tis a King's blood; 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper bonds 
Toexpiate this blood: but where, from whom , 
Or how muſt I atone it? Tell me, Thebans , 
How Lajus fell; for a confus'd report 
Paf'd through my ears, when firſt | took the Crownz 
But, full ot hurry, like a Morning - dream, 
It yaniſtod in the bubneſs ot the day. 
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24 
7. Pr. He went in private forth, but thinly follow 
And ne'er return'd to Thebes. | : 
Oed. Nor any from him? Come there no Attendant? 
None to bring news ? 
2, Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome few faint words. 
Oed. What were they? Something may be learn'd from 
thence. | ( paſſage, 
1, Pr. He ſaid , a Band of Robbers watch'd thei 
Who took advantage of a narrow way , 
To murder Lajus and the reſt ; himſelf 
Left too for dead. 
Oed. Made you no more enquiry , 
But took this bare relation ? 
2. Pr. *Twasnegleted: 
For then the Monſter ↄhynx began to rage; 
And prelent cires foon buried the remote: 
So was it huſh'd, and neyer ſince reviv'd. 
Oed. Mark, Thebans , mark! 
** then the Sphy nx began to rage among you; 
he Gods took hold ev'n of thoffending minute, 
And dated thence your woes: Thence will 1 trace' em, 
1. Pr, Tis juſt thau ſhould'ſt. 
Oed. O, hear then this dread Imprecation , hear it; 
Tis laid on all, not any one exempt; 
Bear witneſs, Heav'n; avenge it on the perjur'd. 
If auy Theban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this murder, or produce its Author; 
Ten Attique Talents be his juſt reward: 
Bur if for fear, for favour, or for hire, 
The murder he conceal , the Curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his head: Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, and place em there: From fire and water, 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſh'd, 
But for the Murderers ſelf , unfound by Man, | 
Find him, ye Pow'rs celeſtial and infernal 
And the ſame Fate, or worie than Lajus met, 
Let he his Lot; His Children be accurs'd 3, 
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s Wife and Kindred , all of his be curs'd. 
Both Pr. Confirm it Heav'n. 


Enter Jocaſta; attended by Womens. 


Joc. t your Devotions ? Heav'n ſucceed your wiſhes ; 
ad bring th* effect of theſe your pious pray'rs 
On you, and me, and all 

Fr. Avert this Omen, Heav'n! 

Oed. O fatal ſound! Untortunate Focaſta ! 

What haſt thou ſaid ? An ill hour haſt thou choſen 
for theſe fore- boding words: Why , we were curſing. 

Foc. Then may that Curſe fall only where you laid it. 

Oed. Speak no more: 
or all thou ſay ſt is ominous : We were curſing; 
ind that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 
On Thebes , and thee , aud me and all of us. 

oc, Are then my bleſſings turn'd into a curſe ? 
0unkind Oedipus ! My former Lord 
Thought me his bleſſing : Be thou like my Lajus. 

Oed. What, yet again The third time haſt thou curs'd 
This Imprecation was for Lajus death; (me; 
And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 

Joc Horror ſeizes me 

Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me ? Prithee, Love, 
Take off thy eye; it burdens me too much. 

Joc. The more I look, the more I find of Lajus: 
lis ſpeech, his garb , his action; nay , his frown ; 

Jorl have ſeen it; but nc'er bent on me. 

Oed. Are we ſo like? 

Jec In all things but his love. 

Oed. ] love thee more: 
do well love, words cannot ſpeak how well; 

No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more, 
Ihan I my dear Focaſta. 

Joc. | love you too 
The {elf- ſame way: And when you chid, met hought 
Mother's Love ſtart up in your defence, 
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And bad me not be angry : Be not you: 

For I love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhould love; 

But you more tenderly, as part of me: 

And when | have you in my arms, methinks 

] lull my Child aſleep. 
Oed Then we are bleſs'd: | 

And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the skies. 

Like empty clouds, but drop not on our heads, 
Joe. | have not joy d an hour ſince you departed; 

For publick miſeries, and for private fears: 

But this bleſo d meeting has o er- paid em all. 

Good · fortune that comes ſeldom, comes more welcom: 

All I can wiſh for now, is your conſent 

To make my Brother happy. 

Oed. How, Jocaſta ? 
Joe. By marriage with his Niece Eurydice. 
Oed Uncle and Niece!they are too near my Love; 

'Tis too like Inceſt ; *tis offence to kind: 

Had I not pronuis'd , were there no Adraſtus, 

No choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 

They ſhou'd not marry. Speak no moreof it ; 

The thought diſturbs me, 

Joe. Heav'n can never bleſs 
A vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon : 
Remeinber he's my Brother. 

Oed. That's the bar; 

And ſhe thy Daughter: Nature would abhor 

To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 

And, like a whirl-pool, twallow her own ſtreams, 
Joe. Ee not diſpleas'd; I'll move the {uit no more. 
Oed. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me, 

When I but think on Inceſt : move we forward 

To thank the Gods for my ſucceſs and pray 

To walh the guilt of Royal Blood away. ( Exent 
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an open Gallery). A Ro yal Bed-cham- 
ber being ſuppos'd behind The time, 
Night. Thunder, &c. 


x 


Lp 


Ex ter Hzmon, Alcander, Pyracmon. 


. 


Ure tis the end of all things! Fate has torn 
örbe lock of Time off, and his head is now 


' Iſhegaſtly Ball of round Eternity! 


I 


(ill you theſe peals of Thunder, but the yawn 
F bellowing clouds? by Jove, they ſeem to me 
The World's laſt groans; and thole vaſt ſheers of flame 
reits laſt blaze] the Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxenglobes ; 
The ſhooting Stars end all in purple jellies ; 
ind Chaos is at hand. 
Pyr. Tis midnight yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 
but ſuch as ne er muſt wake. All crowd about 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
tlelp of the King z who, from the Battlement, 
y the red Lightning glare, delcry'd a far, 


Atones 


28 OEDIFPYU'S. | 
Atones the angry Pow'rs. [ Thundy on 


Hem. Ha ! Pyracmon look; 
Behold Alcander , from yon' welt of Heav'n, * 
The perfect figures of a Man and Woman: that 
A Scepter bright with gems in each right-hand, 
Their flowing Robes of dazling purple made 
Diſtinctly yonder in that point they ſtand , * 
juſt weſt; a bloody red ſtains all the place: J 


And ſee, their faces are quite hid in Clouds. — * 
Pyr Cluſters of golden Stars hang O'er their heads, dh) 


And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: wrirthe 
All dart at once their baleful influence, 


In leaking fire. = 
Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 3 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their left ſides, % this 


As they would ſhoot their quills into their hearts. 
Hem, But ſee ! the King, and Queen, & all the Coun! 

Did ever day or night ſhew ought like this 

| (Thunder: aan 

( The Scene draws and diſcovers the Prodigie, 


Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Furydice, Adraſtus , al 
coming forward with amazement. 


Oed. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine, ſpare all this noil, 
This rack of Heav'n; and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure ; 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? 

Why trom the bleeding womb of monſtrous Night, 

Burlt ferth tuch Miriads of aborrive Stars ? 

Ha ! my Focaſta, look, the Silver Moon! 

A ſetling crimion ſtains her beauteous face 

She's all o'er blood! and look! behold again, 

Whit mean the myſtick Heav'ns ? She journies on! 

A vaſt Eclipie darkens the labouring Planet: 

Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War; 

Clarions and Trumpets , Silver, Braſs and Iron, 

Aad beat a thouſand Drums to help her labour. 
Agr, Tis vain, you ſee the Prodigies continue; 


Let's 
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lesgaze no more, the Gods are humorous, 
Oord. Forbear , rath Man Once more I ask your 
pleaſure! 
that the glow-worm light of humane Reaſon 

light dare to offer at immortal knowledge, 
had cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature ? 
Thy do the Rocks ſplit , and why rouls the Sea? 
ty theſe portents in Heav'n, and plagues on Earth ? 
Why yon' gigantick Forms. Etherial Monſters ? 
ls! Is all this but to fright the Dwaris 

lich your own hands have made then be it ſo. 
ſrifthe Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 
for murder'd Lajus, Hear me, hear me, Gods! 
ler me thus proſtrate : ſpare this groaning Land, 
we innocent Thebes , ſtop the Tyrant Death; 
o this, and lo I ftand up an Oblation 
ſo meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt anger, 
dot all at once, and ſtrike me to the center. 


Un; 


2 The Cloud draws that weil'd the heads of the Figures 

208 in the Sky and ſhews em Crown d. with the 

FP Names of Oedipus and jocaſta written above 
in great characters of Gold. 

Ar. Either I dream, and all my cooler ſenſes 


vaniſh'd with that cloud that fleets away: 
, juſtabove thoſe two Majeltick heads, 
ke, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 
us and Focaſta. 
Alc. 1 read the ſame. 
Adr. is wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade 
00 far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny 
: (Thunder; and the Prodigies vaniſh. 
Joe. My Lord, my Oedipus , why gaze you now, 
en the whole Heev'n is clear; as it the Gods 
i forme new Monſters made; will you not turn, 
dbleſs your Pcople, who devour each word 
ou breathe ? 
Oed. It ſnall be ſo. 
es, I vill die, O Thebes, to ſave thee! 


le, 


Let's Draw 


— — —— —— — 2 > — 
py 


— — ** 23 * ad 
* 
Pune 2 r „ WE : E 
_ a 4 — 


ſ 20 OEDIPUS. 
| Draw from my heart my blood with more content lod 
Than e'er i wore thy Crown. Yet, O Focaſta! by 
By all the indearments of miraculous love, 
By all our languiſhings, our fearsin pleaſure, 
Which oft have made us wonder; here I {wear 
On thy fair hand, upon thy breaſt I ſwear 
] cannot call to mind from budding childhood 
To blooming Youth, a crime by me committed , 
For which the awtu] Gods ſhould doom my death, 
oc *Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who wurder'd Lajus, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 1 
Perhaps my ponyard firſt ſhould drink your blood; 
But you are innocent as your Jocaſt a. 
From crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To tave your life, which you unjuſt would loſe: 
Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt thought, 
The horrid agony you caſt me in, 
When -ouretolv'd to die. | 
Ded Is'rpoilible? Tut 
oc las! why ſtart you ſo ? her ſtiff aing grief, 
Who {aw her Childern ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine. Methinks | ſhosld have made 
My boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To ave my Oedipus. N 
Oed. I pray, no more. 
Foc. You've filenc'd me, my Lord: 
Oed. Pardon me, dear /oucaſta; 
Pardon a heart that tinks with tunerings, 
And can but vent it ſelt in ſobs and murmurs. 
Yet to reſtore my peace, ll find him out. | 
Yes, yes you Gods, you ſhall have ample vengeance þ 
On Lajus' Murderer. O, the | raytor's name | 
I'll know't, Iwill. Art ſhall be conjur'd for it: 
And Nature all unravel!d. 
Foc. Sacred Sir — (him 
Oed. Rage will have way, and tis but juſt; [ll bay 
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10 lodg'd in Air upon a Dragon's wing. 
Rocks ſhould hide him: Nay he ſhall be dragg'd 
m Hell, it Charms can hurry him along: | 
b Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſias pow'r , I 
lireſ6as » that rules all beneath the Moon) | 


onfn'd to fleſh, to ſuffer death once more; 
then be plupg' d in his firſt fires again. 


Enter Creon. 


Creon. My Lord, Tireſias attends your pleaſure, 
0. Haſte and bring him in. | 
my Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus , 
, and all ye Thebans, now the end fl 
Plgues, of Ma.ineſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
on: This Battel ofthe Heay'ns and Earth | 
by his wiſdom be reduc'd to peace. | 


[ Enter Tireſias , leaning on a Staff, led by his Dawgh- 
ter Manto , follow'd by other Thebans. 


ows all the buſineſs of the Courts above, 
hens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
omix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council; 


I 
chou, whoſe moſt aſpiring mind | 
1 


frophet anſwer me declare aloud 

e Traytor who conſpir'd the death of Lajus. 
tbe they more, who from malignant Stars 

ive drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes ? 1 

Tir, We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us | 1} 
otell; yet ſomething , and of moment U1l unfold, 11 

nce {that the God would wake: I feel him now, 1 | 
kea ſtrong Spirit charm'd intoa tree, 14 
Ir leaps and moves the wood without a wind: | 1 
ral rouz'd God, as if all this while he lay 199} 
8 tom'd alive , ſtarts and dilates himſelf: | 11101 
Th ſtruggles, and he tears my aged trunk: 5 14 

it 
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With holy fury; my old arteries burſt, 

My rivel'd skin, 

Like parchment, crackles at the hallow'd fire; 
I ſhall be young again. Manto, my Daughter, 
Ihou haſt a Voice that might have ſav d the Bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 
Withlifred prongs , to liften to thy Aires: 

O charm this God, this Fury in my bolom , 
Lull him with tuneful notes, and artful ſtrings, 
With pow'rful ſtrains; Manto, my lovely Child, 
Sooth the unruly Godhead to be mild, 


SONG to APOLLO, 


P eetus; God below'd by Men; 
At thy dawn, every beaſt is rou d in his den; 
At thy ſetting , all the Birds of thy abſence complain, 
And we die, all die till the morning comes again. 
Phoebus, God belov d by Men, 
Idol of the Eaſtern Kings, 
Awful as the Gd who flings 
His Thunder round , and the Lightning wings; 
God of Songs, and Orphean ftrings, 
1Who to this mortal boſom brings, 
All harmonios heavenly things; ; 
Thy drouſie Prophet to revive , 
Ten thouſand thou and forms before him drive; 
With Chart: and Horſes all o fire awake him , 
Convulſions , and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake him, 
Let him tell it in roans, tho he bend with the load. 
Tho he burſt with the weight of the terrible God. 


F Tir.The W retch wha ſhed the blood of old Labdati 


Lives and is great. 
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but cruel Greatneſs ne'er was long unpuniſh'd. 
The firſt of Lajus blood his life did ſeize, 
And urg'd his Fate , 
Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong. 
The Wretch who Tajo kill'd. mult bleed, or fly; 
Or Thebes , conſum'd with plagues, in ruins lic. 
Oed. The firſt of Lajus blood! pronounce the pcrion; 
May the God roar from thy Prophetick mouth, 
That even the dead may ſtart up to behold : 
Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, | 
For by the Stars he dies. Speak, I command thee ; 
By Phoebus ſpeak ! for ſudden death's his doom : 
Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very ſpot : 
His Name, I charge thee once more ſpeak. 
Tir. 'Tisloſt, | 
Like what wethink can never [ſhun remembrance, 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the clouds. 
Oed. Fetch it from thence, I'll have't, where e er it be. 
Creon. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
And Cr eon ſhall point out the great Offender, 
Tis true, reſpect of Nature might enjoin 
My ſilence at another time ; but oh. 
Much more the pow'r of my eternal Love! 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes,my Country 
I' break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor City. 
0 „Imuſt peak. | 
Oed. Speak then, if ought thou knoweſt : 
As much thou ſeem'ſt to know, delay no longer. 
Creon. O Beauty O Illuſtrious Royal Maid! 
To whom my vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, chatte, and pure atfeCtion , 
The coldeſt Nymph might read them without bluſhing 3 
Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Lajus ? 


And I. muſt J accuſe thee ? O my tears! 


Why will you fall in ſo abhor'd a cauſe ? 

But that thy beauteous, barbarous hand deſtroy'd 
Thy Father (O the monſtrous act!) both Gods 
And Men at once take notice. e 


C | Org. 
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Oed. Eurydice! 
Euryd. Traitor, go on; I ſcorn thy little malice, 
And knowing more my perſect innocence | 
Than Godsand Men, then how much more than thee, 
Who art their oppoſite, and form'd a Lyar, 
I thus diſdain thee / Thou once didſt talk of love: 
Becauſe I hate thy love, thou doſt accule me. 
Adr. Villain, inglorious Villain; 
And Traytor , double damn'd, who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs virtue ofthe brighteſt Beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty , 
That guards this place, preſerve thee from my rage. 
| Draws and wounds him, 
Oed. Diſarm em both. Prince, I ſhall make you knoy 
That I can tame you twice, Guards, ſeize him. 
Adr. Sir, 
I muſt acknowledge in another cauſe 
Repentance might abaſh me; but I glory 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traytor's blood. 
Oed. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfied at full. 
Creon. My hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 
To wile Tereſias, if my accuſation 
Be not molt true. The firſt of Lajus blood 
Gave him his death, Is there a Prince before her? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I ask her pardon. 
And may this blood ne er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
If pity of thy ſufferings did not move me 
To ſhew the cure which Heav*n it ſelf preſcrib'd. 
Eur. Yes, Thebans , I will die to ſave your lives, 
More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate; 
But let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man 
Pronounce my Sentence: for to fall by him, 
By the vile breath of that prodigious Villain, 
Would {ink my Soul, tho' I ſhould die a Martyr. 
Adr. Unhand me Slaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 
See at your feet a Prince not us'd to kneel; _, 
Touch not Eurydice, by all the Gods! 
As you would ſave your Thebes , but take my life: 


For, | 
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vr, ſhould (he periſh, Heav'n would heap on plagues s 
ua ſulphur down, hurl kindl'd Thunder-bolts 


pon your guilty heads. 


Cre. You turn to gallantry, what is but juſtice. 
proof will be eaſie made. Adraſtus was 
The Robber who bereft th' unhappy King 
(flife ; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
To make ſo poor a Prince his Son in-law : 
Therefore *twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 


1. Theb. Both, let both die. 
All. Theb. Both , both; let 'em die. 
Oed. Hence, you wild herd! For your Ringleader here, 
Re ſhall be made an example. Hementake him. 
1 Theb. Mercy. O Mercy. 
Oed. Mutiny in my preſence: 
Bence ! let me lee that buſie face no more. 
Tir Thebans,what madneſs makes you drunk with rage ? 
Enough ot guilty death's already aCted : 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Ewurydice, 
With Prince Adraſtus ; which the God reproves 
by invvard checks, and leaves their fate in doubt. 
0-4. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer ; for I feel a ſleep like death 
Upon me, and 1 ſigh to be at reſt. 
Tir. ince that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtick deed, V1l to the Grove of Furies ; 
There I can force th* [Infernal Gods to ſhew - 
Their horrid Forms; Each trembling Ghoſt ſhallriſe, 
And leave their griſly King without a waiter. 
For Prince Adraſtus and Eurydice 
My life's engag d, I'll guard em in the Fane , 
Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me Princeſs. Thebans, all to reſt. 
O, Ocdipus, to-morrow— but no more: 
If that thy wakefull Genius will permit, 
ndulge thy brain this night with ſofter ſlumbers: 
To-morrow, O, to-morrow ! —ſleep, my Son: 


| And in prophetick dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 
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Ex. Titeſ. Adraſt. Eurid. Manto, Thebans! 
Manent. Oed Jocaſt, Creon, Pyrac, Hæm. Alcan, 
Oed. Lo bed, my fair, my dear, my belt Jecaſta. 
After the toils of War, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd.One moment's thought, 
And I'll approach the arms of my beloy'd. 5 
Jec. Conſume whole years in care, ſonow & then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd eyes 
With one ſhort paſling glance, and ſigh my Vows: 
This, and no more, my Lord, is all the paſſion 
O flanguiſhing Focaſta. / 
Oed. I hou ſotteſt, ſweeteſt of the World! good-night, 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love: 
I never offer'd to bey thy law, 
But an unuſual chilneſs came upon me; 
An unknown hand ſtill check d my forward joy, 
Daſh'd me with bluſhes , tho' no light was near; 
That ev'n the act became a violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 
Oed. Hark. Who was that ? Hal Creon, didſt thou call me? 
Creon. Not I. my gracious Lord, nor any here. 
Oed. That's ſtrangel Methought I heard a doleful Voice 
Cry'd Oedipus.— The Prophet bade me {lcep ; 
He talkt ot Dreams and Vitions , and to-morrow ! 
I'll muſe no more out, come what will or can, 
My thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; 
And with thoſe thoughts I'll reſt, © reon , good - night. 
Ex. with Hæm. 
Creon. Sleep ſeal your eyelids, Sir, eternall ſleep. 
But it he mult ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormeating Dreams, wild Horrors ot the night, 
And Hags of fancy wing him through the Air: 
From piecipices hurl him headlong down ; 
Charybdis roar , and Death be ſet before him. 
Als. Your Curſes have already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very fad. 
Creon. May he be rooted where he ſtands ſor ever: 
His eye · balls never move, brows be unbent; . 
| 2 1 
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tis blood, his entrails, liver, heart and bowels, 
He blacker than the place I wiſh him, Hell, 
7zr. No more: you tear your ſelf, but vex not him, 
Methinks 'twere brave this night to force the Tem ple, 
While blind Iireſias conjures up the Fiends ; 
And paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 
Alc, Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if ail fail, 
Since Hell's broke looſe , why ſhould not you be mad? 
Raviſh , and leave her dead with her Adraſt iz. 
Creon.Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
for ſuch another thought. Luſt, and Revenge! 
Toſtab at once the only Man I hate, 
And to enjoy the Woman whom I love! 
uk no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
Ihe reſt as Fortune pleaſe ; ſo but this night 
de play me fair, why let her turn tur ever. 


Enter Hæmon. 


Ham. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt; 
Yet, e'te he ſlept, commanded me to cicar 
The Anti- cham bers: none mult dare be ncar him. 

Creon. Hæmon, you do your duty ;— 
And we obey. The Night grows yet more dreadful ! 
(Thunder. 
Tis juſt that all retire to their devotions; 35 
The Gods are angry: but to- morrow's dawn , 
it Prophets do not lye, will make all clear (As they go of, 


I %dipus Faters, walking a ſie ; in his Shirt, with a Digger 


in his right Hand, and a Taper in his left. 


Oed. O, my Focaſta! tis for this the wet 
*tarv'd Soldier lies all night on the cold ground; 
For this he be irs the Storms 
Of winter Camps, and freezes on his Arms: 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; 
That I could hold thee ever - Ha! Where art thou ? 
C 3 Waat 
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What means this melancholly Light, that ſeems 
The gloom of glowing embers ? 

The Curtain's drawn ; and ice ſhe's here again 
Jocaſta? Ha! What, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon : 
How fares my Love? This Taper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 

And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous Heart, 

By all the Gods! my Mother Mirope: 

My Sword, a Dagger; Ha! who waits there? Slaves, 
My Sword: what, Hæmon, dar 'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me? 
With thy own Pon; ard periſh. Ha! who's this? 

Or is't a change of death? By all my Horrours, 

New Murder; thou haſt {lain old Polybs 

Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's Murderer ! 

Out thou Infernal Flame: Now all is dark, 

All blind and diſmal : Moſt triumphant Miſchief ! 
And now, while thus I talk about the Room, 

I challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like Oeuip us. 


( Thunder, &c, 


Enter Jocaſta , attended with Lights, in a Night- Gm 


Oed. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell and Furiee 
Where am I? O Focaſta, let me hold thee, 
Thus to my boſom, Ages; let me graſp thee : 
All that the hardeft temper'd weather'd fleſh, 
With fierceſt Humane Spirit inſpir'd can dare, 
Or do, I dare: But, O you Pow':s, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for Man. 
Methinks my deafen'd cars 
Are burſt; my eyes, as if they had been knock d 
By ſome tempeſtuous hand, ſhoot flaſhing fire. 
T hat Slcep ſhould do this! 

Joc, Then my fears were true: 
Methought I heard your voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now in a till ſmall tone 
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four dying accents fell, as wracking Ships, 
iter the dreadful yell, ſink murmuring down , 


ud bubble up a noiſe. 


ves, 
me? 


&c, 


— 


o. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy kind, 
None Cer in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before. 
ſet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my temper ; 
n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
ind my own death, is that this horrid Sleep 
Daſh'd my ſick Fancy withan act ot Inceſt: 

[dreamt , Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother; 
Which, though impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a miſchief on my ſelt, 

leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again. 

Foc. O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you! 
[know the wrath of Heav'n, the care of Thebes ; 
The cries of its Inhabitants, War's toits, 
and thou land other labours of the State, 

Areall re ferrd to you, and ought to take you 


forever from Jocaſta. 
oe Life of my life and treaſure of my Soul! 


Heay'n knows | love thee. 


\ Js. Oh! Lou think me vile, 


lad of an inclination ſo ignoble 
That I myſt hide me from your eyes for ever. 


be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Focaſta dead, 
fan immodeſt t ought, or low deſire 
laflam d my breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted, 
( Kneeling. 
Oed. Oh riſe ; and add not, by thy cruel kindneſs, 
grief more ſenſible than all my torments. 
Thou think*ſt my Dreams ate forg'd: but, by thy ſelf, 
The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are molt true. 
But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs em: 
ge gone, Chimeras , to your mother clouds: 
s there a fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The womb of Heay'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophets Art? 
Yet what ayails ? He, and the Gods together, 
C 4 Seem, 


— q_—_yy<—g 


bt. om : — 1 
CCC c 


ns — — 


— — - 


— — — 


— — — 
—_—  — _ 


| 
| 


47> O-ED-T-F: US. 


Reſt on my hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 


Seem, like Phyſicians , ata loſs to help us: 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
We'll fratch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
To bed, my Fair. | 
Ghoſt within. Oedipus ! 
Oed. Ha! Whocalls ? 
Did{ thou not hear a voice? 
Joc. Alas! I did. 
Ghoſt, Jocaſta! 
Joc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport me 
Oed. Call louder , till you burſt your airy forms; 


Fil face theſe babling Demon: of the Air: 

In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'Il on. | 

Though round my bed the Furies plant their Charms, 

I'll break 'em, with Jocaſta in my arms: | 

Claſp'd in the folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom; 

And act my joys, though Thunder ſhake the room. | 
( Exennt, 


aA RH. 14 EL 
vCENSEI 
. A Dark Grove. 


Enter Creon, & Diocles. 


of 2 0-0 


3 1 better nat to be, than be unhappy. 
Die What mean you by theſe words ? 
Cre. Tis letter not to be, than to be Crecn. 


0 FE D I'PUS 41 
IIchiaking Soul is puniſhment enough: : 
But when zis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
Then every thought draws blood. 
Dioc. You are not wretched. | 
Creon Iam: My Soul'sill married to my body. 
[wou'd be young, be handſom, be belov'd : 
Cou'd I but breath my ſelf into Adraſtus 
Dio. You rave: Call home your thoughts. 
Creon. I prithee, let my Soul take air a while: 
Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a King; 
Then I had kill'd a Monſter , gain'd a Battel , 
And had my Rival Pris'ner : Braye, brave Actions! 
Why have not I done theſe ? 
Dio. Your Fortune hinder'd. 
, « rcon. There's it: I have a Soul to do em all 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
hut by young. handſom Fools: Body and HBravvn 
Doall her work. Hercules was a Fool, 
un. And ſtreight grew famous; a mad boiſterous Fool; 
Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
fool is the ſtuff of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 
Dio. A Serpent ne'er becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpent. 
' Creoz. Goes it there? 
l underſtand thee ; I muſt kill Adraſſ us. 
Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 
Eurydiceand he are Pris ners here, 
But will not long be ſo; this tell tale Ghoſt, 
Perhaps, will clear 'em both. 
Creon. Well, *tis re ſolv'd. 
Dio. The Princeſs walks this way: you muſt not meet 
Till this be done. L her, 
Creon I muſt. ; 
Dio. She hates your ſight: 
And more fince you accus'd her. 
Creon Urge it not. | 
lcannor ſtay to tell thee my deſign; 
For ſhe's too near. 
A C's Ent er 
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Enter Eurydice: . 


How , Madam , were your thoughtsemploy'd 2 
Eur. On Death, and thee. 


Creon. Then were they not well ſorted: Life and me 


Had been the better match. 

Eur. No; I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature; 
And they are Death and thee. 


Creon, The thought of Death, to one near Death, i 
Oh, *tis a feartul thing to be no more. - dreadful : 


Or it to be, to wander after death; 
To walk, as Spirits do, in brakes all day; 
And when the darkneſs comes, to glide in paths 
That lead to Graves; and in the ſilent Vault, 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover oer it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden corps , 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs lips : 
Then, like a lone, benighted Traveller, 
Shut out from lodging, ſhall your groans be anſwer'd 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every blaſt will ſhake 
Your tender form to Atoms. 

Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being? And thus wander? 
No quiet after death? 

Creon. None: You mult leave 
This beauteous body ; all this youth and treſkneſs 
Muſt be no more the object of deſire, 
But a cold lump of clay ; 
Which then your ditcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
And loath its former lodging. 
This is the belt of what comes after death, 
Ev'n to the belt, 

Eur. What then ſhall be thy Lot ; 
Eternal torments , Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 
Viciſſitudes of fires „and then of froſts ; 


And 
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1nd an old Guardian Fiend ugly 25 thou art 5 
rohollow in thy cars at every laſh, | 


Inis for Eurydice, theſe for her Adraſtus. 


ul: 


Creon. For her Adraſtus ! 
Eur. Ves for her Adraſtus. 


43 


for Death ſhall ne er divide us. Death. What's Death? 


Dio. Youſeem'd to fear it. 

Eur. But! more fear Creon: 
ſo take that hunch back d Monſter in my arms ! 
Th' excreſcence of a Man! 

Dio. to Creon | See what you've gain'd, 

Eur, Death only can be dreadful to the bad : 
Tolnnocence, tis like a Bug- bear. drei#'d 
To fright'n Children: Pull but off his maſque, 
And he'll appear a Friend. 

Creon. You talk too ſlightly 
OfDeath and Hell. Let me inform you better. 


Eur, You beſt can tell the news of your own Country. 


Dio. Nay , now you are too ſharp. 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus d me 
Of Murder, and of Parricide ? 
Creon, You provok'd me. 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As next of blood to Lajus: Be advis d, 
And you may live. | 
Eur. The Means? 
Creon. Tis offer'd ycu. 
The Fool Adraſtus has acus'd himſelf. 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the guilt from me. 


Creon He ſays he loves you; it he does, tis well: 


He ne er cou'd prove it in a better time. 


Eur. Muſt Death then be his recompence for Love? 


Creon Tis a Fool's juſt reward; 
The wiſe can make a better uſe of life: 
But "tis the young Man's pleaſure, his Ambition: 
lprudge him not that favour. 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall [ find his equal? 


Creon, 
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Creon. Every where, 

Fine empty things, like him The Court ſwarms with em 

Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo common, 

Crows feed on nothing elſe: Plenty of Fools; | 

A Glut of 'em in Thebes. 

And Fortune till takes care they ſhou'd be {cen ; 

She places em aloft , o' th' topmoſt ſpoke , 

Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily work 

Of Nature; her Vocation. It ſhe form 

A Man, ſhe loſes by't; *tis too expenſive ; 

?Twou'd make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 
Eur. That is, a Creon. O thou black Detractor, 

Who ſpitt'ſt thy venom againſt Gods and Man! 

Thou Enemy of Eyes! 

Thou who lov'ft nothing, but what nothing loves; 

And that's thy felt! Who haft conſpired againſt 

My Lite and Fame, to make me loath'd by all. 

And only fit for thee. 

But for Adraſtus Death, good Gods! Ilis Death! 

What Curſe ſhall I invent ? | 
Dio. No more, he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. h 

He who wou'd give his Life, give up his Fame 


Enter Adraſtus, * 


If all the Excellence of Womankind 
Were mine; No, *tis too little all for him 
Were I made up of endleſs, endleis o). 
Adraſt. And ſo thou art. 
The Man who loves like me, 
Wou'd think ev'n Intamy, the worſt of ills, 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize: 


. Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left: bur Honour; 


*Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away; 
Bur when the Storin gros loud, and threatens Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board; tor Love's the Jewel, 
And laſt it muſt be kept, 

Creon. 
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geen to Dio) Work him, beſure, 
em okKage, he's paſſionate: Make him th' Agreſſor. 
„ Ie. O falſe Love! Falſe Honour! 
I cecon. Diſſembled both, and falſe! 
Adraſt. Dar'ſt thou ſay thus to me? 
Creon. To you! Why, vrhat are you, that I ſhould 
fear you? 
m not Lajus: hear me, Prince of Argos; 
fou give what's nothing , when you give your Honour; 
s gone; tis loſt in Battel. For your Love, 
as made in Wine are not io ſalſe as that: 
fou kill'd her Father; you confeſt you did: 
i mighty argument to prove your Paſſion to the 
| Daughter / (not retort 
Adraſs. aſide God's ! muſt I bear this brand, and 
The lie to his foul throat? | 
Dio. Baſely you kill'd him. 
Adraſt. aſide. Oh, I burn inward; my blood's all of fire ! 
Aleides , when the poyſon'd ſhirt fat cloſeſt, 
uad but an Ague fit to this my Fever. 
ret, for Eurgdice, ev'n this I'll ſuffer, 
To free my Love Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 
Cre. Vairly, I'm ſure you could not. 
Dio. Nor alone. 
1 | Cre. You had your Feilow-Thieves about you, Prince; 
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They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 
Adr:/t. aſids Down , ſwelling Heart! 
Tis for thy Princeſs all O my Eurydice! = Jo ber. 
Euryd to him. Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my 
s if I could not bear a ſhameful Death, (Sex; 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with a crime, 
Of which] know you free. 
Cre. You doill, Madam, | 
To let your head · long Love triumph o'er Nature: 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
Eur. You know he kill'd him not, 
Cre. Let him ſay ſo. 8 
Dio. Sce, he ſtands mute, 
3 I.- ; Cre. 


| 
| 


One ſyllable, not one, to clear himſelt 
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Cre. O pow rof Conſcience, ev'n in wicked Men! Þ Im 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter JD, 


From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That e' er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 

Adraſt. Ha? Villain! 

Dio. Ecchoto him, Groves: Cry Villain, 

Adraſt. Let me conſider: Did I murder Lajus 
Thus like a Villain! 

Cre. Beſt revoke your words, 
And fay , you kill'd him not. 

Adraſt. Not like a Villain: Prithee change me thit 
For any other Lie. 

Dio. No, Villain, Villain, 

Cre. You kill'd him not! Proclaim your Innocence: 
Accuſe the Princeſs: So I knew 'rwould be. 

Adraſt. Ithank thee z thou inſtruct'ſt me: 

No matter how I kill d him. 

Cre. aſide. Cool'd again. 

Eur I hou who uſurp'ſt the ſacred Name of Conſcienee 
Did not thy own declare him innocent ? ! 
To me declare him ſo? The King ſhall know it. 

Cre. You will not be believ'd, for VII for{wear it 

Eur. What's now thy Conſcience? 

Cre. 'Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple plow 
My upper-Garment, to put on, throw off, 

As I think beſt : Tis my obedient Conſcience. 

Adraſt. Infamous Wretch! 

Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill office , 
To {ave a Rival's lite: When thou art dead, 

(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more bale 

Than thou think'ſt me. 

By forfeiting her life, to ſave thy own ) 

Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 

She ſhall be mine; [ ſhe is, if Vows were binding 21 

Mark me; the truir of all thy Faith and Paſſion 5 | 0 

Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. * 
Adraſt. Thine ſay'ſt thou, Monſter? 4 


Wha 
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ul my Love be thine ? ö I 
, I can bear no more! |} 
y cunning Engines have with labour rais'd 
heavy Anger, like a mighty weight, 
ofall, and puſh thee dead, 
fee here thy Nuprials : fee thou raſh Ixion, | Draws. 
by promis'd Juno vanith'd ina Cloud; 
id in her roum avenging thunder rolls, 
oblaſt thee thus Come both. 


en! 


Cre. is what I wiſh'd : ( Both draw. 
Now ſee whoſe Arm can launch the ſurer Bolt, 
tu Nad who's the better Fove.... | ( Fight. 


Eur, Help; Murder; help! 


-nce. Ie Hæmon and Guards, run betwixt them, and beat 
down their Swords. 


— — — — _—_ —— 


Ham. Hold, hold your impious hands: I think the Furies 
lo whom this Grove is hallow'd , have inſpir'd you: 
jene ow, by my Soul, the holieſt earth of Thebes 
lou have prophan d with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
(rows here, but what is fed with magick juice; 
it, full of humane Souls, that cleave their barks, 
To dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale beams. 
we; Icleaſt two hundred years thele reverend Shades 
ve known no blood , but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
ſhed by the Prieſt's own hand, to Proſerpine. 
Adraſt. Forgive a Stranger's ignorance : I knew not 
> , Iſhe Honours of the place. 
Hem, Thou, Creon, didſt. 
ot Oedipus, wereall his Foes here lodg'd, 
Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
Totouch one ſingle hair; but muſt, unarm'd, 
Pale, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 
Vat moſt he long d to kill. 
Cre. I drew not firſt; 
but in my own defence. 


Aaraſt. I was provok'd 


— — — — —— on i nr mee nr 
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Beyond Man's patience : All reproach cou'd urge; 
Was us'd to kindle one not aptto bear. 

Hem. Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this AR, 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire : 

Tireſias and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, | 
Approach the place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th*accus'd ; who by the Mouth of Lajus 
Muſt be abſolv d, or doom'd. 

Adraſt. I bear my Fortune. 

Eur. And I provoke my Trial. 

Hem. 'Tisat hand: | 
For, ſee, the Prophet comes, with veryain crown, 
The Prieſts with Yeugh; a venerable Band: 
We leave you to the Gods, 

| (Exit Hzmon, with Creon andDiod: 


Enter Tireſias, led by Manto : The Prieſts follow, al 
cloathed in long black habits. 


Tir. Approach , ye Lovers: 
11l-tated Pair! whom ſeeing not, I know: 
This day your kindly Stars in Heav'n werejoyn'd , 
When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the maliceof cur Fate? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'a ? 
Tir. The Gods are juſt. - 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
Reaſon! alas, itdoes not know it ſelf! 
Yet Man.vain Man,wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd plumm 
Fathom the vaſt Aby is of Heav'aly Juſtice, 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt, 
Since all things are by Fate, But pur- blind Man 
Sees but a part o th' chain, the neareſt links; 
His ey es not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poizes all above. OY, 
Eur Then we muſt die! 
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Tir. The danger's imminent this day. 
Adraſt. Why then there's one day Jeſs for humane ills; 
ct. ud who would moan himſelt for ſuffering that, 
ſhich in a day muſt paſs ? Something or nothing 
[ſhall again be what I was , before 
was Adraſt us == 
fieenurious Heav'n ] Canſt thou not add a night 
ſoour one day? Give me a night with her , 
ind T'll give all the reſt. 
Tir. She broke her vow , 
firſk made to Creon. But the time calls on; 
Id, Aud Lajus death muſt now be made more plain. 
How loth am I to have recourſe to Rites, 
full of horror, that I once rejoyce 
Diocleſl want the uſe of ſight ! — 
1, Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay, 
„fir. Chuſe the darkeſt part o'th' Grove, 
uch as Ghoſts at noon- day love. 
Dig a trench, and dig it nigh, 
Where the bones f Lajus lie: 
iltars rais'd , of turf or ſtone, 
„ JVilleh' Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
laſwer me, if this be done? 
All. Pr. Tis done. 
C Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the pit : 
Draw the barren heifer back; 
barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
full betwixt her horns and brows : 
immeg jad turn your faces from the Sun. 
inſwer me, if this be done? 
All. Pr. Tis done. 
Tir. Pour in blood, and blood like Wine , 
To Mother Earth, and Proſerpine: 
Miugle milk into the ſtream ; 
feaſt the Ghoſts that love the ſteam, 
datch a brand from Funeral pile; 


D Toſs 
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Toſs it in to make em boil: 
And turn your faces from the Sun. 


Anſwer me, if all be done? 1. 
All Py. All is done. 1 7 
[ Peal of Thunder; and flaſhes of Lightning ; thal p. 
groantng below the Stag e. Till e. 
Manto. O what laments are thoſe ? (pain: 4 
Tir. The groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with] , c 
And heave it up: they pant and ſtick halt way D 
( The Stage wholly dark} B- 
Manto. And now a ſudden darkneſs covers all. W 
True genuine Night: Night added to the Groves; y! 
The Fogs are blown full in the face of Heaven. C 
Tir. Am | but half obey'd! Infernal Gods, 
Mult you have Mufick too? Then tune your voices, 
And let em have ſuch ſounds as Hell ne er heard, 
Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades. 5 1. I 
i 1. H 
— i 
Muſick firſt. Then Sing. te 3 
| : Cho 
1, Hear, ye ſullen Pow'rs below ; Tir. 
Hear, yo taskers of the dead. cho 
2. You that boiling cauldrons blow , Tir. 
You that ſcum the molten lead. Cho 
3. Yon that pinch with red hot tongs ; 1 
1. You that drive the trembling Hoſts Tir. 
Of poor , poor Ghoſts , B 
With your Harpen d prongs. Aru 
2. You that thruſt em off the brim; p 
3. You that plunge em when they ſwim : Hea 
x. Till they drown ; 
Till they go 
Onarow, 
Down , down , down , 
Ten thouſand, thouſand , thouſand fathoms low 


Chorus. Till they drown, &Cc. 
u. Muſicł for a while 
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Shall your cares beguile: | 
Wondring how your pains were eas'd. 


I And diſdaining to be pleas d; 


3 thy 


4. Till Alecto free the dead 
From their eternal bands; 
Till the Snakes drop from her head, 


(pain: Aud whip from out her hands. 


with . Come away, 


rkned, 


0 be 


Sal 


Do not ſtay o 
But obey 
While we play , 
For Hell's broke up, and Ghoſts have holy day! 


Chorus, Come away, &c. 
[ A flaſh of Lightning: the Stage is made 


bright; and the Ghoſts are ſeen paſling 
betwixt the Trees, 
1. Lajus) 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 

1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear: 

Tir. Hear and appear: | 

By the Fates that ſpun thy thread; 
Cho. 1Which are three. 

Tir. By the Furies fierce and dread; 
Cho. Which are three. 

Tir. By the Fudges of the dead; 

Cho. 1/hich are three. 

Three times three. 

Tir. By Hell's blue flame; 

By the Stygian Lale; 

Aud by Demogorgon's Name, 

At which Ghoſts quake , 

Hear and appear. 


[ The Ghoſt of Lajus riſes arm d in his Chariot, as 
he was ſlain. And behind his Chariot ſit the three 
who where murder d with him. 


Ghoſt of Lajus. Why haſt thou drawn me from my 
ſuffer worſe above ? to ſee the day, [pains below , 


| Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes. 
| 1 For 
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For pity ſend me back, vvhete way hide, kn 
In willing Night, this ignominious head, gle 
In hell I ſhun the publick ſcorn; and then ui 
They hunt me for their ſport, and hoot me as! fly: Par 
Behold ev*n now they grin at my gor d fide, ſom 
Aud chatter at my wounds, ly, \ 

Tir. 1 pity thee: : W. 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy death accurſt, bor 
And I'll unbind the Charm. wes 

Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. pec] 


Tir. Are theſe two innocent? 7. 
Ghoſt. Of my death they are. . ( 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeak; Þ.© 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. M. 
The Gods foreſaw it, and for bad his being , t 


Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, Id 
And cloath'd with fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul. ſhal 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny , 0 We 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd mais & fi) 
With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, Fer: 
And every Kingly vertue; but in vain: con 


For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World, ! 
Perform'd its work by his miſtaking hands. l. 
Asks thou who murder'd me? tw¾as Oedipus. _ 
W ho ſtains my bed with Inceſt ! Oedipus: bol 
For whom then are you curſt, but Oedipus ? 
He comes, the Parricide, I cannot bear him: 
My wounds ake at him : Oh his Murd'rous breath 
Venoms my aiery Subſtance / hence with him, 
Baniſh him ; ſweep him out ; the Plague he bears 
Will blaſt your fields, and mark his way with ruine. | - 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driven;Þ 
Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him Heaven. J. 
L Ghoſt deſcends. u. 
Im 


p, | 
di 
Oed. What's this ! Methought ſome a la 


Enter Oedipus, Creon , Hemon , &c. 


k me juſt entring ; and ſome unſeen hand 
wled to puſh me backward ; tell me why 
- Flair ſtands brittling up ? why my fleſh trembles f 
tare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 
ſme lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 
. What Omen ſawy ſt thou entring ? 
W. A young Stork, 
bore his aged Parent on his back ; 
weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 
peck d out both his Eyes. 
„Oh, wretched Oedipus! 
PO, fatal King! | 
u. What mean theſe Exclamations of my Name? 
tk the Gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me: 
dare challenge Heaven to turn me outward, 
hake my Soul quite empty in your ſight. 
wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 
fix d regards, and (lent threats of eyes: 
le, Frcrous hercenels dwells with Innocence, 
con[cious Vertue is allow'd ſome pride. 
|, ©. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay'ſt. 
W. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice: 
ſhak'lt; thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus. 
doldly, as thou met'ſt my Arms in fight. 
thou not ſpeak ? why then tis bad indeed. 
bes, thee I ſummon by thy Prieſt-hood, _ 
ne what news from Hell? where Lajus points, 
who's the guilty head? 
Let me not anſwer, : 
. Bedumbthen, and betray thy native Soil 
ven ;uther Plagues. 
ven, r. I dare not name him to thee. 
and. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou 
umane Name: [ fear 
* me no more to tell a thing, which known 
d małe thee more unhappy : twill be found 
lam ſilent. 7 


dy: 


D 3 Od, 
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Oed. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 
And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by publick ban 
Thou haſt iucurr'd. 

Tir. O, if the guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great: know, wretched Man, 
Thou only, thou art guilty ; thy own Curſe 
Falls heavy on thy ſelf. 

Oed. Speak this again: 

But ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeſt: 
Or to the raging eas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 

Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, | 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it: hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, | 44 
But ſent it back to light: and thou Hell, hear me, . 
Whoſe own black Seal has *firm'd this hurrid truth; | 4 
Oedipus murther'd Lajus. 

Oed. Rot the Tongue, 

And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lye. 
Thou blind of ſight, but thou more blind ot Soul. 

Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. 

Oed. Who were my Parents? 

Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 

Oed. Why ſeek I truth from thee? 

The Smilesof Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſmens Oaths, and mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. 

O why has Prieſthood privilege to lye, 

And yet to be believ'd?— thy Age protects thee, — 

Tir. Thou canſt got kill me; tis not in thy Fate. 
As*rwas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

Oed. Riddles, Riddles ! 

Tir. 1 hou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 
Obicure Enigma, which when thou unty'ſt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt. 

Od. Impoſible! 


der, 


3 


If 


C. 


Air 
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raſtcs , ſpeak, and as thou art a King, 
bole Royal word is facred, clear my Fame, 


at. Wou dIcou'd! 


o. Ha, wiltthou not? can that plebeian vice 
h ing mount to Kings! can they be tainted! 
en Truth is loſt on Earth. 
Creon. The cheat's too groſs: 

aſtus ĩs his Oracle, and he, 
e pious Jugler, but Adraſt us Organ. 
Oed. Tis plain the Prieſt's ſuvorn'd to free the Pris'ner. 
Creon. And turn the guilt on you. 
0:4 O. honeſt Creon, how halt thou been bely'd ? 
Eur, Hear me. 
Creon She's brib'd to fave her Loyer's life. 
Aar If Oedipus thou think'ſt— 

Creon. Hear him not ſpeak. 

Adr. Then hear theſe holy Men. 

Creon. Prieſts, Prieſts! all brib'd, all Prieſts, 
Oed. Adraſtus I have found thee. 
e malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz d thee. 

Adr. It Envy and not Truth 

0:4 Vil hear no more: away with him. 

[ Hzmon takes him off by force; Creon and 


Eurydice follow 
to Tir. Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! 
oold, and yet ſo wicked. —lye for gain 
ind gain ſo ſhort as Age can promile thee ! 
Tir. So ſhort a tie as I have yet to live 
ceeds thy pointed hour: remember Lajus: 
o more. It e er we meet again, twill be 
n mutual darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 
o reach each others hand. Remember Lajus. 


[ Ex. Tireſias? Prieſts follow. 


Oedipus Solus. 


&emember Lajus! that's the burthen till: 
lurther and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd 


* 
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My Soul ſtarts in me: the good Sentinel 

Stands to her weapons ; takes the firſt alarm 

To guard me from ſuch crimes.—. Did I kill Lajus 
Then I walk'd ſleeping in ſome frightful dream, 

My Soul then itcle my Body out by night; 

And brought me back to-bed e're morning wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt way, 

But ſome dark hint would juſtle tor ward now 
And goad my Memory. Oh my Focaſta ! 


Bntey Jocaſta. 


Foc, Why are you thus diſturb'd ? 
Oed Why, would'ſt thou think it! 
No leſs than Murder: 
Foc. Murder ! what of Murder? 
Oed Is Murder then no more; add Parricide, 
And Inceſt ; bear not theſe a frightful ſound ? 
Foc. Alas! 
Oed. How poor a pity is, alas, 
For two ſuch crimes !— was Lajus us d to lye? 
Foe. O no: the molt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man, 
One who abhorr'd a lye. 
Oed Then he has gat that quality in Hell. 
He charges me- But why accuſe l him? 
I did nor hear him ſpeak it: they accuſe me; 
The Puc't, Adraſtus, aud Eury dice, 
Ot murdering Lajus — Tell me, while I thiakon't, 
Has old Trveſzas practis d long this Trade ? 
Foc What Trade ? 
Oed. WW hy chis foretelling Trade? 
oc For man years. 
Oed. Has he betore this day accus'd me? 
Foc. Never, 
Ce Have you e're this inquir'd, who did this Murder? 
Foc. Often; hut ſtill in vain. 
O2. lin os . 
Thou tis an iutauc lye, but one day old. 


| The 
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Oracle takes place before the Prieſt ; 
x blood of Lajus was to murder Lajus: 


In not of Lajus blood. 


Joc. Ev'n Oracles 
always doubtful, and are often forg'd: 
us had one, which never was fulfill'd, 
or ever can be now. 
Oed. And what foretold it? ; 
Foc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doom'd 
he Murderer of his Father: true indeed. 
Son was born ; but to prevent that crime, 
e wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
rd through his untry'd feet, and bound with cords, 
na bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd. 
be King himſelf liv'd many, many Years , 
id found a different tate; by Robbers murder'd, 
ſhere three ways meet: yet theſe are Oracles; 
id this the Faith we ow em. 
Oed. Say'ſt thou, Woman? 
Heav'n thou halt awaken'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul! 
Joe. What, new diſturbance / ( faid'ſt it!) 
Oel. Methought thou ſai 'ſt, — (or do | dream thou 
ſais Murder was on Lajus perſon done, 
here three ways meet! 
oc. So common fame reports. 
Oed. Wou'd it had ly*.l. 
Jec. Why, good my Lord? 
Oed. No queſtions: 8 


lis buſie time with me; diſpatch mine firſt; 

r where, where was it done? 

Foe, Mean you the Murder? 

0-4 Cou'd'ſt thou not anſwer without naming Murder? 
Foe They lay in Phocide; onthe verge that parts it 
vm Daulia and from Delphos. 

Oed. So! How long / when happen'd this? 

Foe, Some little time before you came to Thebes, 

oed. What will the Gods do with me! 


Ds Joc 
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Joc. What means that thought? 

Oed. Something: but tis not yet your turn to ask: 
How old was Lajus, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 
His action and his mien? quick, quick, your anſwer= 

Foc. Big made he was, and tall: his port was fierce, 
Erect his countenance: Manly Majeſty 
Sate in his front, and darted from his eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : his hair juſt grizled, 

As in a green old Age: bate but his years, 
You are his Victure | | 
Oed aſide.Pray Heav'n he drew me not!am I his Picture? 

Foc. So I have otten told you. 

Oed. True, you have. 
Add that but to the reſt: how was the King 
Attended when he travell'd? 

Joc, By four Servants: 
He went out privately. 

Oed. Well couuted ſtill: 

One *icap'd 1 hear; what ſince became ot him? 

Foc. When he bcheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneel'd, and trembling , beg'd I wou'd diſmiſs him: 
He had my leave; and now he lives retir . 

Oed. This Man muſt be produc'd; he muſt, Focaſts. 

Fee. Ne (hall - yet have I leave to ask you why? 

Ocd. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould I repoſe 
The anguiſh ot my Soul, but in your breaſt ? 

I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth; 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, 
Two Royal Names; their only Child amT. 
It happen'd once; 'twas at z Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told mel was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; I ſtung with this reproach, 
Strook him: my Father heard of it : the Man 
Was made ask pardon, and the buſineſs huſht, 
Joe. Twas ſomewhat odd 
Oed. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
I ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage, 


ture? 


LR, 
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e bade me ſeek no farther : 'twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his bed, 


iy marrying her who bore me. 


oc. Vain, vain Oracles! 

Oed. But yet they trighted me: 
lookt on Corinth as a place accurſt, 
Reſolv d my Dcitiny ſhould wait iu vain 
and never catch me there. 

Joe. Joo nice a fear. 

Oed. Suſpend your thoughts and flatter not too ſoon. 
Juſt in the place you nam d, Whete three ways m tet, 
And near that time, five Perſons I encounter'd; 

One was too like, ( Heav'n grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajus: inſolent 
And fierce they were, as Men who liv d on ſpoil. 
ljudg'd 'em Robbers, and by force repell'd 
The force they us d. In ſhort , four Men I flew : 
The fitth upon his knees demanding life, 
My Mercy gave it Bring me comfort now 
It I flew Lajus, what can be more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you my curie has baniſh'd me: 
From CorinthFate. 

Joc. Perplex not thus your mind; 
My Hysband fell by multitudes oppreſt, 
So Phorbas laid : this Band you chanc'd to meet, 
And murder'd not my L4jus , but reveng'd him 

Oed. There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 
And | ſhall live agaia!— 

To you good Gods, | make my laſt appeal; 
Or clear my Virtues, or my Crime reveal. 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 

And backward trod the paths ] ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my errors to your own Decree : 

My Hands are guilty , but my Heart is free. 


[ Exc unt AImbo. 


ACT 


I rn, PR ES ů ——— 


| 
| 
! 
| 
T1 
i 
1 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


60 OEDIPUS. 


DER oe nord 


e * 
I v. 
I. 


Enter Pyracmon, Creon. 


PYRACMON. 


Ome buſineſs of import that triumph wears, 
Sto ſeem to go with; nor is't hard to gueſs 
When you are pleas'd , by a malicious joy, 

Whoſe red and fiery beams caſt through your viſage 
Aglowing pleaſure. Sure you ſmile revenge, | 
And I cou'd gladly hear. 

Creon, Would'ttthou believe 
Tis giddy hair brain'd King, whom old Tireſias 
Has thunder ſtrook, with heavy accuſation, 

Tio? conſcious of no inward guil*, yet fears 

He fears Jocaſta, fears himſelf . his ſhadow ; 

He fears the multitude; and, which is worth 

An Age of laughter, out of all Mankind, 

He chuſes me to be his Orator: 

S wears that Adraſtus and the lean look'd Prophet, 
Are joint Conſpirators; and wiſht me to 

/\\ ppeale the raving Thebans z which I ſwore 


10 do. f 


Pyr. A dangerous undertaking; 
Directly oppoſite to your own intereſt. 


Creon No, dull Pyracmon; when I left his preſence, 


With all the wings with which revenge could imp 


My 
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My flight, I gain'd the midſt o th City; 
There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead and dying, 
Ito the mad and ſickly Multitude, 

With interrapting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thebes , 
0 wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus , 
This barbarous Stranger, this Uſurper, Monſter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wiſe Tireſias, 

Proclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Lajus. 
Focaſta too, no longer now my Siſter. 

Is found Complotter in the horrid deed. 

Here I renounce all tyes of blood and Nature, 

for thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes , poor bleeding Thebes! 
And there I wept; and then the Rabble howl'd, 

And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick mouths 

Gabled Revenge, Revenge was all the cry. 

Pyr. This cannot fail: I ſce you on the Throne ; 
And Oedipus caſt out. 
Creon. Then ſtraight came on 

Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Crowd, 

Whom when he had wrought ; I whiſper'd him to joyn, 
And head the Forces while the heat was in em: 

So to the Palace I return'd, to meet 

The King, and greet him with another Story. 

But ſee, he enters. 


Enter Oedi pus, Jocaſta, attended. 


Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd , and yet 
Intreats he may return, with out being ask d 
Ofought concerning what we have diſcover'd ? 

Joc. He ſtarted when | told him your intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that affair 
Would give no ſatisfaction to the King; 

Then, falling on his knees, begg'd as for life, 
To be diſmiſs'd from Court; he trembled too, 
Asfd convulfive Death had ſeiz d upon him; 
And ſtammer'din his abrupt Prayer ſowildly , 


That, had he been the Murderer of Lajus, 
Guilt 
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Guilt and diſtraction could not have ſhook him more, 
Oe. l. By your deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 
Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns the light 
Begot thoſe fears: It thou reſpect'ſt my peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocaſia ; for my Genius 
Shrink; at his name. 
Joc. Oh, rather let him go! 
So my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Withou t a reaſon. 
Oed. Hark, the Thebans come: 
Therefoie retire: and, once more, if thou low 'ſt me, 
Let Phor bas be retain d. 
Foc. You ſhall, while l 
Have life, be ſtill obey d. 
In vain y ou ſooth me with your ſoft endearments, 
And ſet the faireſt countenance to view, 
Your gloomy eyes, my Lord, betray a deadacſs 
And inward languſhing : that Oracle 
Fats, like a ſubtile Worm, its venom'd way, 
Preys om your heart, and rots the noble core, 
Howe'cr the beauteous outſide ſhews ſo lovely. 
Oed. O, thou wilt kill me with thy love's exceſs! 
All, all is well; retire, the Thebans come. (Ex. ocaſta. 
Ghoſt. Oedipus ! | 
Oed Ha! again that ſcream of woe! a 
Thrice have I heard. thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 
It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion , Oedipus ! 
Or is it but the work of Melancholly? 
When the Sun ſets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 
Bur ſmall , appear inoſt long and terrible. 
So, when we think Fate hovers o'er our heads, 
Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds ; 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſcem the watch of Death; 
Nature's worſt Vermine {care her God-like Sons: 
Ecchos, the very leavings of a Voice. 
Grow babling Ghoſts , and call us to our Graves: 


Eeach molc-hill thought ſwells to a huge Olympus * 
| | e 
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- Irhile we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 
ud ſweat with an Imagination's weight; : 
pit, like Atlas, with theſe mortal ſhoulders 
ye could ſuſtain the burden of the World. 
CCreon comes forward. 
Creon. O ſacred Sir, my Royal Lord 
oed. What now? 
Thou ſeemꝰſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, 
Thy breath comes ſhort, thy darted eyes are fixt 
on me for aid, as if thou wert purſu'd: 
ſent thee to the Thebans ; ſpeak thy wonder; 
fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard, 
Creon. For me, alas, 
My life's not worth a thought, when weigh'd with yours! 
ut fly, my Lord, fly as your life is ſacred; 
Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
ho therefore, on his knees, thus proſtrate begs 
You would remove from Thebes, that vows your ruine. 
When I but offer'd at your innocence, | 
They gather'd ſtones , and menac'd me with death, 
And drove me through the ſtreets with Imprecations 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon : and thoſe Traytors 
| Invited on your guilt, which curs'd Tireſias 
Told, as from Heav'n, was cauſe of their deſtruction; 
Oed. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our Guard, 
Rank em in equal parts upon the ſquare, 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, now it comes, (Shout. 
hear em roar : begone and break down all 
The dams that would oppoſe their furious paſſage. 


( Ex. Creon with Guards 


Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn. 


Adr. YourCity 
ball in Arms, all bent to your deſtruction. 
heard but now , where I was cloſe confin'd , 
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| 


And here have {worn to periſh by his ſide. 


Of this unhappy ſtate {ſpeak ; ſhall I kill him? 
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A thundring ſhout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh} I Know 


Cry, Tire the Palace ; where's the cruel King x 
Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
That have accus'd you, which thele ears have heard, 
And theſe eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs; 
For, ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus , -Þ 
I have obſerv'd in all his Acts ſuch truth 

And God-like clearneſs, that to the laſt guſh 
Of blood and ſpirits, I'll defend his life, 


Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me 
[ Embracing x 

O ſay what recompence can Glory make? 

Adr. Defend your innocence , ſpeak like your ſelt, 
And awe the Rebels with \ our dauntleſs virtue. 
But hark ! The Storm comes ncarer. 

Oed. Let it come. 
The force of Majeſty is never known 
But in a general wrack : Then, then is ſeen 
The difference tw ixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 


Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans 


Ale. Where, where's this cruel King?Thebans, beholl 
There ſtands your Plague, the ruine, deſolation 


Or ſhall he be caſt out to aniſhment? 
All. Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him, 


Oed. Hence, you Barbarians , to your {laviſh diſtance, ] 


Fix to the earth your ſordid looks ; for he 


Who flirs, dares more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furie: 


Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 
May brave the Majeſty of thund'ring Jove. 
Did | for this relieve you when beſieg'd 
By this fierce Prince? when coop'd within your Walls, 
And to the very brink of Fate reduc's ; | 
When lean-jaw'd Famine made more havock of you, 
Than does the Plague? But Irejoice I know you * ä 
now 
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Know the baſe ſtuff that temper'd your vile Souls. 
The Gods be prais'd , Inced not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler of my own : 
Nor ſhall the Scepter ot the Earth now win me 
To rule ſuch Brutes, fo barbarous a People. 

Aar. Methinks, my _ ord, | ſee a fadjrepentance, 
A general conſternation ſpread among 'em. 

Oed. My Reign is at an end; yet e're 1 finiſh—= 
u do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who i'th* midſt of Swords and Javelins, 
Dares act as on his Throne, encompaſt round 
With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your head: 

[ Seizes him: 


6F 


| Here, Hamon, take him; but for this, and this, 


Let cords diſpatch em. Hence, away with em. 
Tir O Sacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes z 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns award, 
If that th' infernal Spirits have declar'd 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, | 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain. 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known, 
If innocent, then let Tireſias die. 
Oed. I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and ſave 
Alcander: | 
] ſwear the Prophet or the King ſhall die. 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath: 


And Phorbas be the Umpire. 


Tir. 1 ſubmit. [ Trumpets ſours. 
Oed. What mean thoſe Trumpets? 


Enter Hxmon with Alcander . 


Hem From your native Country , 


| Great Sir, the fam'd Ageen is arriv'd, 


That renow'nd Fayourite of 2 King your Father: 


Wy. 


5 
- 
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He comes a5 an Ambaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience. 

Oed. Haſte, Hemon, fly, and tell him that I bum 
T'embrace him. 

Hem. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds hin 
In private conference; but behold her here. 


Enter Jocaſta, Euridice , exc. 


Foc. Hail, happy Oedipus , happieſt of Kings; 
Henceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt defire ; 
Sleep without fears the blackeſt night away; 

Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
Secure, thy flumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants dreams. 

Oed. What does the Soul of all my joys intend? 

And whither would this Rapure ! 

* 1. O. I could rave. 
Pull dowa thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 
That robb'd my Love of reft. If we muſt pray, 
Rear in the ſtreets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins hands adorn the Sacrifice, 
und not a grey-beard —_— come nears 
To pry into the bowels of the Victim, 
And with his dotage mad the gaping World. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt, 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men, 


Enter geon; Kneels. 


Oed. O, to my arms, welcome, my dear Agen; 
Ten thouſand welcomes. O! my Fofter-tather : 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn's ! 
Welcome to me, as to a finking Mariner , 

The lucky plank that bears him to the {hore ! 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty joy 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Jecaſta 
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Yor. Perce, peace geon; let Focaſts tell him: 
0 that I could for ever charm as now, 


ux deareſt Oedipus; Thy Royal Father, 


Polybus King of Corinth is no more. 
Oed. Ha! can it be geon anſwer me, | 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Facaſtas tranſport 
May over-do. 
Ege Since in few words my Royal Lord, you ask 
To know the truth; King Polybus is dead. 
Oed. O all you Pow'rs, is t poſſible ? what, dead! 
But that the tempeſt of my joy may riſe 
by juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars, 
Siy , bow, how dy'd he? Ha! by ſword, by fire, 
Or water? by Aſſaſſinates or Poyſon? ſpeak. 
Or did he languiſh under ſome diſeaſe : 
ze Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn fruit that melow'd long : 
Ev'n wondred at becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore years ; 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more: 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating time, 
The wheels of weary li e at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Oed. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, 
And {mother thy old age in my embraces. 
Yes Thebens, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſftus , 
Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall he kindled in the midſt of Thebes : 
th midſt of Tumults, Wars, and pPeſtilence. 
I will rejoice for Polybus his Death. 
Know, bo it known to the limits of the World: 
Yet farther let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike *em deaf, 


With everlaſting peals of thundring joy. 


Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! what is all this World? 
Oed. Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old Wizard 
Prophet, 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now? 
Your Birds of knowledge, that in dusky Air, 
| E 2 Chatte, 
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Chatter futurity ? and where are now 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument? | 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attackt him? 
Avaunt, begon, you Vizors of the Gods! 
Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; 
But as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 
And will tho' his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting 10's ring: 
Jo, Focaſia , Io pa an ſing. 

Tir. Who would not now conclude a happy end? 
But all Fate's turns are ſwift and unexpected. 

te. Your Royal Mother Merope, as it 
She had no Soul fince you forſook the Land, 
Waves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her. 

Oed. Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for what? 

O ſpeak, 
Age ro tho in full blown flow's of glorious 
Beauty, : 

Grovs cold, ev'n in the Summer of her age: 
And for your ſake has ſworn to die unmarry'd. 

Oed. How! for my ſake die, and not marry, O, 
My fit returns. 

ge. This Diamond with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand fighs and wiſhes for your ſafety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homag 
Of our Corinthian Lords. | 

Oed. There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight 
There's not a beam it darts, but carries Hell, | 
Hot flaſhing Luſt, and necromantick Inceſt. 
Take it from theſe ſick eyes, oh hide it from me; 
No my Jocaſia , tho' Thebes caſt me out, 
While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return! 
O, rather let m= walk round the wide World 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadem 
On ſuch abhorr'd conditions. 


Je, You make, wy Lord, your own harr, 


* 


ne, 


OEDIPUS. 69 
y theſe extravagant and needles fears. 

Oed. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! by Heav'n 1'd rather 
zmbrue my arms, up to my very ſhoulders, | 
In the dear entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 

Than offer at the execrable Act 
Of damned Inceſt : Therefore no more of her. 

Age And why, O Sacred Sir, if Subjects may 
preſume to look into their Monarch's breaſt , | 
Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
lafuſe ſuch thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name? 

Oed Becauſe the God of Delfhos did forewarn me, 
With thundring Oracles. 

Age. May I entreat to know'em ? 

Oed. Yes, my Ægeon; but the ſad remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul: ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt! 
Methinks I have his Image now ia view ; 

Hs mounts the Tripos, in a Minutes ſpace , 
His clouded head knocks at the Temple roof, 
Mule from his mouth theſe diſmal words are heard: 


h Wretch , whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's blood to 


ſpill, 
ind with inceſtuous births thy Mother's womb to fill. 


ge. Is this the cauſe 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth? 
Oed. The Cauſe! vrhy is it not a monſtrous one? 
Ege. Great Sir, you may return; and thoꝰ you ſhould 
Eyoy the Queen ( which all the Gods forbid ) 
The act would prove no Inceſt. 
Oed. How, Ægeon; 
Tho' I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuous! 
Thou rav'ſt; and fo do I, and theſe all catch 
My madneſs; look, they're dead with deep diftraRtion! 
Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my Mother : 
Age. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother, 
Oed. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Merope 


Wy Mother! 
8 E 3 Age. 
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ze Nor was Polhbus your Father. | 
Oed. Then all my days and nights muſt now be ſpegt 
In curious ſearch , to find out thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then, gem, 
By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
By all the tics of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack d deſpairing King 
A point or {ſmalleſt grain ot what thou know'ſt ; 
Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts directly. 
If Royal Polybus was not my Father, | 
Why was I call'd his Son? 
ge He, from my arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles 
Upon its Infant Heir. 
Oed. But was I made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 4 


Becauſe Zzeon's hand preſented me :? Th 
ge. By my advice, being paſt all hope ot chil: In 
dren, f 

He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son: Pll 
Oed Perhaps I then am vours; inſtruct me, Sir: 0 
If it beſo, VI kneel and weep before you, Vt 
With all the obedience of a penitent Child, His 
Imploring pardon. Kill me it you pleaſe, 1 
I will not writhe my body at the wound: V. 
But ſink upon your feet with à laſt ſigh, 00 
And ask forgiveneſs with my dying hands. Th 
ge. O riſe, and call not to this aged cheek u. 


The little blood which ſhould keep warm my heart. Fo 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſucha God-like Off ipring; Sir, I found you } V 


Upon the Mount Citheron = Te 

Oed. O ſpeak, goon, the Air grows ſenſible bu 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm : Be 
The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, , 
Seem to ſtand ftill, as if that Fove were talking. Jo 


Citharm 4 
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Oberon! ſpeak, the Valley of Citheron ! 
Ege. Oft-times before, I thither did reſort , 
Charm'd with the converſation of a Man 
Who led a rural life, and had command 
Oer all the Shepherds, who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous flecks, In this Man's arms 
I aw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger 
Whoſe point he often offer'd at your throat ; 
But then you ſmil'd,, and then he drew it back; 
Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again : 
Till he at lat in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy death, 
Then I ruſh'd in, and after ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent life ; 
And I, the welcome care to Polybus. 
Oed To whom belongs the Maſter ot the Shepherds ? 
ge. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot. 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 
| well remember. 
Ned. And is your Friend alive? For if he be 
Il buy his preſence, tho? it coſt my Crown. 
Ege. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Vhether he lives, or not; and who has now 
His place. | 
Joc. Winds bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Vhere print othumane feet was never ſeen, 
O er. grown with weeds of ſuch a monſtrous height, 
Their balctul tops are waſh'd with bellying clouds, 
Beneath whoſe venomous ſhade I may have vent, 
For horror that would blaſt the barbarous World. 
Oed. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his life 
To ſpeak; concealment ſhall be ſudden death: 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambitions luſt. 
Tir. His name is Phorbas: 
Jecaſta knows him well ; but if I may 
Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeck no farther. 
E 4 Od. 


Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur'd 
By my Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth: 
My Love, my Queen, give orders. Ha! What mean 
Theſe tears and groans, and ſtruglings? Speak, my Fair, 
What are thy troubles? 
Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: 
Let me conjure you, take the Prophets counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go 
Oed. Not for the World. 
Ey all the Gods, I i] know my Birth, tho' Death 
Attends the ſearch; I have already paſt 
The middle of the ſtream; and to return 
Seems greater labour than to venture o'er, 
Iherefore produce him. : 
Foc. Once more, by the Gods, 
I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoſt hope, 
I beg you baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods! 
I kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt, 
Deny me all thingselic; but for my ſake, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your preſence. | 
Ced. You mult be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho' his dread Eyes were Baſilisks. Guards, hafte, 


Search the Queens Lodgings ; find and force him hither, 
Exeunt Guards. | 


O, Oedi 3 et ſend, 

Au der their 1 _ ere it be too late: 
Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Jocaſta rent 
With Furies, flain out right with meer diſtraction. 
Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
Forbear this ſearch, I'll think you more than mortal; 
Will you yet hear me? 

Oed. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho' Rocks their baſis keep 
But ſee they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this ſubject, or retire, 


| Tote 
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Enter Hzmon , Guards, with Phorbas. 


Yor. Prepare then, wretched Priace, prepare to hear 
AStory . that ſhall turn thee into Stone : 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous gap in Nature, 
A flaw» made through the center, by ſome God, 
Through which the groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy 
cars, 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will, 
Hark , hark „ hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
caſta: yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 
here firſt the my ſteries of our loves were acted, 
And double dye it with Imperial crimſon : 
Tear off this curling hair, 
Be gorg'd with fire, ſtab every vital part; 
And when at laſt I'm ſlain, te crown the horror, 
My poor tormented Ghoſt (hall cleave the ground, 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. 

Oed she's gone; and as ſhe went, methought her eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits 
Secthing , like riting bubbles, on the brim, 

Pecp'd from the watry brink, and glow'd upon m 
Il ſeek no more; but huſh my Genius up 
That throws me on my Fate.—-!mpoſſible! 
O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſie thoughts 
Ride {wifter than the galloping Heav'ns round. 
With an eternal hurry of the Soul : 
Nay, there's a time when ev'n the rowling Year 
Seems to ſtand ſtill; dead calms are in the Ocean, 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves : 
But Man, the very Monſter o the World, 
Is ne'er at reſt . the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, fince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the bottom. Hemon, you | ſent: 
Where is that Phorbas ? 

Ham. Here, my Royal Lord. 

Oed. Speak firſt, Ægeon, ſay, isthis the Man ? 

E bY | ge. 
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Age. My Lord it is: tho' time has plougb d that face} 
With many furrows fince I ſaw it firſt ; — 
Let Im too well acquainted with the ground, 

Quite to forget it. | | 

Oed. Peace; ſtand back a while. 

Come hither, Friend, I hear thy name is Phorbas. 

Why doſt thou turn thy face? I charge thee anſwer 

To what I ſhall enquire: Wert thou not once 

The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes ? 

TFP Phorb, 1 was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant, 
Dorn and bred up in Court, no Foreign Slave. 

Oed. What Office hadſt thou? what was thy Emp'oye 

ment ? 

Phor. Re made me Lord of all his rural Pleaſures; 
For much he loy'd em, oft was entertain'd 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command, 

Oed, Where was thy Reſidence? to what part o'th? 

Country 
Did'ſt thou moſt frequently reſort? 

Phoy, To Mount Citheron and the pleaſant Vallies, 
Which all about lie ſhadowing its large feet. 

Oed. Come forth Ægeon. Ha! why ſtarts thou, Phorbag? 
Forward, I ſay, and face to face confront him. 
Look wiltly on him, through him if thou canſt, 

And tell me, on thy life, ſay, doſt thou know him ? 
Did'ſt thou eꝰ er ſee him ? E'er converſe with him, 
Near Mount Citheron ? | 

Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man ? 

Oed This Man, this old, this venerable Man: 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there ? 

Phor Where, Sacred Sir? 

Oed. Near Mount Cithæron; an wer to the purpoſe: 
Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal minutes are 
Of much more worth than thouſand vulgar Vears. 

Did'ſt thou cer ſee this Man near Mount Citharon? 

Phoy. Moſt ſure, my Lord, 1 have ſeen lines like thoſe 
His viſage bears; but know not where nor when. 

Age. Is t poſſible you ſhould forget your ancient 

Friend: There 
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There are perhaps | 
particulars which may excite your dead remembrance, 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomly Vale? 
The ſwadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too, how you wept and begg'd 
That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 
Phor. What cer I begg'd ; thou, like a Dotard, ſpea k ſt 
More than is requiſite: and what of this? 
Why is it mention'd now? and why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the ſecrets of thy Friend? 
Zge. Be not too raſh. ThatInfant grew at laſt 
A King: and here the happy Monarch ſtands. 
Phor. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou? O what haſt thou 
utter'd! | [ ever. 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for 
Oed. Forbear to curſe the innocent; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 
Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 
' Phoy. O Heavens! wherein, my Lord, have I offended? 
Oed. Why ſpeak you not according to my charge? 
Bring forth the Rack: ſiuce Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Tormeats ſhall force. 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir; 
You will not rack an innocent old Man? 
Oed. Speak then. 
Phor. Alas, what would you have me ſay? 
Oed. Did this old Man take from ycur arms an Infant? 
Phoy. He did: And, Oh! I viſh to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment. 
. Moment! Thou ſhalt be hours, days, years a 
ying. 
Here, bind his hands; he dallies with my fury : 
But I ſhall find a way — 
' Phor, My Lord, I ſaid 
] gave the infant to him. | 
Oed. Was he thy on, or given thee by another? 
Thor, He was not mine; but gen me by another. - 
| Oed. 
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Oed. Whence ! and from whom? what City; of what 
Houſe? | 

Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the ground, 
Would I could fink beneath it: by the Gods, 

1 do conjure you to enquire no more. 

Oed. Furies and Hell Hæmon, bring forth the Rack 
Fetch hither cords, and knives and ſulphurous Flames: 
He ſhall be bound, and gaſh d, his kin fica'd off, 
And burnt alive. 

Phor. O ſpare my Age. 

Oed. Riſe then, and ſpeak. 

Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 

Oed. Who gave that Infant to thee ? 

Phoy. One of King Lajus' Family 

Oed. O, you immortal Gods ! but ſay who wart! 
Which ofthe Family of Lajus gave it? 

A Servant ; or one of the Royal Blood ? 

Phor, O wretched ſtate! I dye unleſs I ſpeak ; 
Andif I ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me. 

Oed. Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it 
While I have ſenſe to undeaſtand the horror; ¶ ſpeak, 
For I grow cold. 

Phor, The Queen Focaſta told me 
It was her Son by Lajus. 

Oed. O you Gods! But did ſhe give it thee 7 

Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. D Heart, 

Oed. Wherefore, tor what ?-.-O break not yet my 
Tho' my eyes burſt, no matter: wilt thou tell me. 

Or muitl ask for ever? For what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child 2 

Fhor. To murder it. 

Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own bowels! 
Withoutacauſe ! 

Phor. There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold that molt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
Oed. But, one thing more, 


Focaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot 


When 
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When the old King was ſlain. Speak I conjure thee , 
for L ſhall never ask thee ought 2gain, 
What was the number of th' Aſſaſſinates ? 
Phor. The dreadful deed was acted but by one; 
And ſure that one had much of your reſemblance. 
oed. Tis well! I thank you Gods! 'tis wondrous 
ers and Poyſon! O there is no need (well! 
for my diſpatch; and you, you mercileſs Powr's , 
Hoard up your 1 hunder-ſtones, keep. keep your bolts 
for crimes of little note. [ Falls. 
Aar. Help, Hamon, help, and bow him gently for- 


ward ; 

chafe, chafe his Temples : how the mighty Spirits, 
Half (trangl'd with the damp his Sorrows rais d, 
Struggle for vent: but ſec, he breaths again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through all oppoſition 
How fares my Royal Friend ? 

Oed. The worlie for you. 
0 barbarous Men! ad oh the hated light! 
Why did you force me back to curſe the day. 
To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark breath 
The yet untainted Earth, and circling Air? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down: 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a hand that graſps this Hell 
But ſhould run up, like flax all blazing fire. 
Stand from this ſpot , 1wiſh you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, Iam gone already. 


Draws, and claps his Sword to his breaſt, which Adraſtus 
ſtrikes away with his foot. 


Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your life: 
Creon , Alcander, Hemon , help to hold him. 

Oed. Cruel Adraſius! wilt thou, Hemon too f 
Are theſe the obligations of my Friends? 


O worle than workkofwy molt barbarous Foes! 


- 


Dear 
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Dear, dear Adraſtus, look with halt an eye 
On my unheard of woes, and judge thy ſelt, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting eyes unus'd to weep, 
With all the low ſubmiſſions of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my horrors way ; 
Talk not of life , tor that will make me rave. 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd wretch, 
All mangled o'er, from head to foot, with wounds, 
And his bones broke, to wait a better day. 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible ; 
And I with juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign. 
Th Infernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more: 
Calm then your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
Oed. Vil have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence from my arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother! 
What, violate with beltial appetite, 
The ſacred veils that wrapt thee yet unborn! 
This is not to be born; hence; off, I ſay! 
For they wholett my vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid guilt, 
Aar. Letitbeſo; we'll fence Heav'ns fury from you. 
And ſuffer all together : This perhaps, 
When ruin comes, may help to break your fall. 
Oed. © that, as oft | have at Athens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe , and the big Clouds deſcend, 
So now in very deed I might behold 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon marble roof 
Meet, like the hands of Jove, and cruſh Mankind. 
For all the Elements, andall the Pow'rs 
Celeſtial , nay , Terreſtrial and Infernal, 
Conſpire the wrack of out-caſt Oedipus. 
Fall darkneſs then , and everlaſting Night 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never dawn, 
The ſilver Moon be blotted from her orb; 


And for an univerſal rout of Nature, 
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rough all the inmoſt chambers ot the Sky, 
May chere not be aglitapſe, one ſtarry ſpark, 
zut Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dark. 
That jars may riſe, and wrath Divine be hurld ; 
Which may to atoms ſhake the ſolid World, 


{ Exennt. 


1 
SCENE I. 


Enter Creon , Alcander Pyracmon- 


CRE ON. 


* is at length my own ; and all my wiſhes, 
Which ſure were great as Royalty eier form'd , 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown'd. 
0 Diadem , thou center of Ambition, 
Where all its different lines are reconcil'd , 
s if thou wert the burning-glaſs of Glory! 

Pyr. Might I be Counſellor, I wou'd intreat you 
To cool a little, Sir; Find out Eurydyce; 
And , with the reſolution of a Man | 
Mark'd out for Greatneſs, give the fatal choice 
Of Death or Marriage. | 

Ale. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who, tho* unfortunate, s belov'd, 
Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the Thebans; you muſt mark him dead: 
Since nothing but his Death, not Baniſhment, 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 


Cre, Well haye you done to ſnatch me from the _ 


Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 
And through a chink found, not only heard, 


With all his force, his hollow groaning breaſt, 
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Of racking tranſport, where the little ſtreams 

Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 
As waters are by tucking whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite deyour'd ia the vait gulph of Empire; 
Theretore Pyracmen, as you boldly urg'd, 
Euryaice ſhall die, or be my bride, 

Alcander , ſummon to their Maſter's aid 

My menial Servants, and all thoſe whom change „ 
Ot State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, 
Can win to take our part: Away. What now? 


Enter Hzmon: 


When Hamon weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
I may foretell there is a fatal cauſe. 

Hem. 1s 't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Ot what has happen'd to the deſperate King? 

Cre. I know no more, but that he was conducted T 
Into his Cloſet, where | ſaw him fling 
His trembling body on the Royal Bed: 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone, 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy'd with grief, 


Hem. did; and having lock'd the door, I ſtood, 


But ſaw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him: 
At firſt, deep ſighs heav d from his wotul heart, 
Murmurs and groans, that ſhook the outward rooms, {© 
And art thou ſtill alive, O wretch! he cry'd : 
Then groan'd again, as if his ſorrowful Soul 
Had crack'd the ſtrings of life, and burſt away. 
Cre. | weep to hear; how then ſhould I have grier d 
Had | beheld this wondrous heap of Sorrow ! 
But, to the fatal period. | 
Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, 


And thus, with out-cries, to himſcltcomplain'd. 


| thou canſt weep then, and thou think'ſt tis well, 
ſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt ſorrow. 
1 2 mich Children vent for toys, and Women rain 
rany trifle their fond hearts are ſet on, 
theſe thou think'& are ample ſatis faction 
bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: 
, Parricide, if thou muſt weep, weep blood 
7 xp Eyes, inſtead of tears. O, by the Gods, 
greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my woes. 
ich ſaid, he ſmil'd revengefully, and leapt 
a the floor; thence gazing at the skies , 
5 balls fiery red, and glowing vengeance; 
, I accuſe you not, tho* Ino more Sun 


ander. 


u, view your Heav 'n, till with more durable glaſſes; i 


mighty Souls immortal perſpectĩves, Wn 
| your dazling Beings. Take, he ery'd, 
fie, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel- view. 
ted Þ wich a groan that ſeem*d the call of Death , * © - 
ch horrid force lifting his impious hands, 
EKſnatch'd, he tore, frm forth their bloody orb? + 
Je balls ot ſight, and daſid em on the ground. + © 


Creon. A Maſter- piece of horror; new and dreadful . 


Ham. I ran to ſuccour him; but „ oh! too late; 

be had pluck d the remnant ſtrings away. 

at then remains, but that I find ireſias, 

b, with his wiſdom , may allay thoſe Furies | 

ke haunt his gloomy Soul ? (Exit. 
oms, ICreon. Heav'n will reward 
ly care; moſt honeſt, faithfull, faoliſh Hamon. 

tlee, Alcander enters, well attended, 


d, 


riey'd] nter Alcander , artmded. 


e thou 10 boy diligent, _ 
Ale. Nothing theſe aa 

number te the Crowds that mY will follow. 
reſolute, 


But a call your utmoſt furyt to revenge © 
Ll 
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Creon. Ha! Thou haſt given 

Th alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 

Theſe eyes be clos d, til)*'1cy behold Adraſtus 

Stretch d at the feet of falſe Exrydice. | 

But ſee they'r here, retire a while & mark, 


Enter Adraſtus, Eurydice, attended. 


Adr. Alas Eurydice 5 what fond raſh Man, 2 s 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oedipus, 
Will dare, with his frail hand, to graſp a Scepter? 

Eur. Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wi 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our ſofter hours in humble Cells Paint e 
Not but I love you to that infinite height, 

I could ( O wondraus proof of fierceſt Love) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 

Aar. Take then this moſt loy*d innocence away: 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes , from Blood and Murder; 
Fly from the Author of all Villanics, WH 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon , from that Fury Creon, 
Vouchſafe that I. o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your feet preſent the Crown of Arges. 


ES 9 


Creon and Attendants come up to him. 


Cron. I have Oer · heard thy black deſign, Adraſtusi 
And therefore, as a Traytor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy lot: let it ſuffice x | 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
Her proffer d mercy, but retire betimes; 
Leſt ſhe repent and haſten on thy doom. i 
Adr. Think not, moſt abject, moſt abhorr'd of Men; 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee, Bs 
Thebans , to you Ijuſtifie my Love. , 
I have addreſs'd my prayers to this fair Princeſs ; 
But, if I ever meant a violence, — 


Or thought to raviſn, as that Traytor did. 
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What humbleſt Adorations could not win ; 


I brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul dishonour , 
And let Men curſe me by the name of Creon. 


2 
1m 


— — 


| 


| 


| 


Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the wrath 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queer. 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your lives, 
To take the part of that rebellious Traytor. 
By the decree of Royal Oedipus , 
By Queen ocaſta's order ; by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaiting Love. 
| here reſign to Prince Adraſtus arms 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Creon. O perjur'd Woman 
Draw all; and when | give the word, fall on. 
Traytor, reſign the Princeſs , or this moment 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches , 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in pieces. ; 
Adr. No, Villain, no; With twice thoſe odds of Men 
I doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſn thee, 
Captain, remember to your carel give 
My Love, ten thouſand thouſand times more deat 
Thaa Life, or Liberty. 
Creon. Fall on, Alcander ; 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game , the Princeſs. 
Adr. Ah, Traytor , doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow , follow , Fe 
My brave Companions; ſee, the Cowards fly, 
a A (Exit fighting : Creon's Party bus 
ten off by Adraſtus, 


Enter Oedipus. 


Oed. O, *tis $00 little this thy loſs of fight , 
What has it done? I ſhall be gaz'd at now a 
The more; be pointed at, | here goes the Monſter : 
Nor have I hid my horrors from my ſelf; 
For tho? corporeal light _ for ever. 
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The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger {izc her black ideas, 

Doubling the Loads proſpect of my crimes z 

Holds Fancy down , and makes her act again, 

With Wife & Mother, Tortures, Hell, & Furies. 
Ha ! Now the baleful oft-ſpring's brought to light:? 
In horrid form they rank themſelves before me; 
What ſhall | call this medly of Creation? 

Here one, with all th' obedicnce of a Son, 
Borrowing Jocaſia's look, kneels at my feet, 

And calls me Father; there a ſturdy Boy. 
Reſembling, Lajus juſt as when I kill'd him. 

Bears up, and with his cold hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, How fares my Brother Oedipxs ? 

What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too? 
Flyall, begone, fly from my whirling brain ; 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence you ghaſtly Figures 
O Gods! Gods anſwer, is there any mean ? 

Let me go mad, or dye. 


Enter Jocaſta 


Joc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind? 
This ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow ; 
Whoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention'd , 
Would cool the rage of Feyers, and unlock 
The hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's hair, 
And throw the Raviſher before her feet? 

Oed. By all my Fears, I think Jocaſta's voice! 
Hence; fly; begon: O thou far worſe than worſt 
Ot damning Charmers! O abhorr'd loath'd Creature! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fieuds , I charge thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'n ; 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there : 1 
The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant ; 
Gainſt thee, aud me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 

Joe. O wretched ait ! Ogrealywretched wel 
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Two Worlds of woe! - 
Oed. Art thou not gone then? Ha! 
How dar ſt thou ſtand the fury of the Gods : 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new pleaſures ? 
Foe. Talk on: till thou mak't mad my rowling brain; 
Groan ſtill more death; and may thoſe diſmal ſources 
Still bubble on , and pour forth blood and tears, 
Methinks at ſuch a meeting , Heav'n ſtands ſtill ; 
The Sea nor ebbs, nor flows : this Mole-hill Earth 
Is hea vd no more: the buſie Emmets ceaſe ; 
Yet hear me on 
Oed. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. 
Foc. O, my lov'd Lord, tho' I reſolve a rune 
To match my crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
'Tis horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind far-wel. 
Ord. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O Focaſta! 
Speak ſomething e're thou goeſt for ever from me. 
| Foc. 'Tis Woman's weaknels that I would be pity'd; 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho' moſt 2 a 
Of all thy Kind: my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling furnace juſt beneath: 
Do not thou puſh me off, and Iwill go 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all its Glories glow'd for my reception. 
Oed. O, in my heart I feel the pangs of Nature; 
It works with kindneſs o'er: Give, giveme way; 
feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, 
Too mighty for the anger of the Gods. 
Direct me to thy knees: yet oh forbear ; 
Leſt the dead embers ſhould revive; ſtand off — 
and at juſt diſtance let me groan my horrors — 
Here on the Earth, here blow my utmolt gale ; 
Here ſob my Sorrews, till I burſt with ſighing: 
Here gaſp and languiſh out my wounded Soul. 
Foc. In ſpight of all thoſe crimes, the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my innocence ; 
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For you are ſtill my Husband. 

Oed. Swearlam, | 
And l'Il believe thee, teal into thy arms, 

Renew endearments, think em no pollutions, 

But chaſte as Spirits joys: gently I'll co: e, 

Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night upon thee, 

And fold thee ſoftly in my arms to ſlumbers. 

( The Ghoſt of Lajus aſcends by degrees pointing at Jocaſta. 
Foc. Begone, my Lord! alas what are we doing? 
Fly from my arms / Whirl-winds, Seas, Coutinents , 

And Worlds, divide us ! O thrice happy thou, 

Who haſt no uſe of eyes; for here's a ſight 

Would turn the melting face of Mercy's {elf 

Toa wild Fury, | 
Oed. Ha ! what ſeeſt thou there? 

Foc. The Spirit of my Husband! O the Gods ! 
How wan he looks! 

Oed. Thourav'ſt; thy Husband's here. 

Foe, There, there he mounts. 

Jn circling fire, amongſt the bluſhing clouds ! 

And ſee, he waves Jocaſta from the World ! ; 
Ghoſt Jocaſta! Oedipus f ( Vaniſh with Thunder, 
Oed. What would'ſt thou have ?, 

Thou know'(t I cannot come to thee , detain'd 

In darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death. 

I've heard a Spirits force is wonderful; 

At whoſe approach, when ſtarting from his Dungeon , 

The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans. 

Rocks are remoy'd, and Towers are thundred dowa z 

And Walls of Bra's, and Gates of Adamant, 

Are paſſable as air, and fleet like Winds. 

Foc. Was that a Raven's croak, or my Son's voice ? 
No matter which; I to the Grave and hide me. 
Earth open or I'll tear thy bowels up. 

Hark! he goes on, and blabs the deed of Inceſt. 

Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt; daſh all at once 


This houſe of clay into a thouſand pieces; 


That my pour lingring Soul may take her flight 
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To your immortal dwellings, 
Joc. Haſte thee then. 


— 
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Or I ſhall be before thee : Sec, thou canſt not; 


Then 1 will tell thee that my wings are on : 

III mount, I'Il fly, and with a port divine 

Glide all along the gaudy Milky ſoil, 

To find my Lajus out: ask every God 

In his bright Palace, if he knaws my Laj us, 

My murder'd Lajus | 
Oed. Ha! how's this, Focaſta? 


Nay , if thy brain be ſick, then thou art happy. 
Foc, Ha! will you not? ſhall I not find him out? 


Will you not ſhow him ? Are my tears deſpis'd 
Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad, 


e 


And fright you with my cries: yes, cruel Gods, 
Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my heart, 

PII ſnatch Celeſtial flames, fire all your dwellings, 
Melt down your golden roofs, and make your doors 


Of Chryſtal fly from off their Diamond hinges; 
Drive you all out from your Ambroſial hives, 
To ſwarm like Bees about the field of Heav'n ; 
This will I do unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 


My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Lajus! Lajus! Lajus! 
( Ex. Jocaſta. 


Oed. Excellent Grief! why, this is as it ſhould be! 


No mourning can be ſuitable to crimes 


Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madneſs forms. 
I cou'd have wiſh'd, methought, for ſight again, 


To mark the gallantry of her diſtraction : 
Her blazing eyes darting the wandring Stars, 


T'have ſeen her mouthe the Heay'ns & mate the Gods ; 
While with her thundring Voice ſhe menac'd high , 
And every accent twang'd with ſtarting Sorrow. 


But whar's all this to thee ? thou Coward yet 
Art living , canſt not, wiltnot find the road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death; 
Tho? thouſand ways lead to his thouſand doors, 
Which day and night are (til! uubarr'd for all. 

; 1 


(Claſhing 


And, by the rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee 


( Claſhing of Swords: Drum, and Trumpets wit houi 
Hark: tis the noiſe of claſhing Swords ! the ſound 
Comes near: O, that a Battel would come o'er me. 
It I but graſp a Sword, or vvreſt a Dap FR 
Tu make a ruin with the firſt that falls. 


Enter Hzmon , with Guards. 


Ham. Seize him, and bear him to the weſtern Tow, 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir; I am inform'd | | 
That Cyeon has deſigns upon your life: 

* me then, if to preſerve you from him, 
I order your confinement. 

Oed. Slaves unhand me. 

I think thou haſt a Sword: twas the wrong ſide, 
Yet, cruel Hæmon, think not I will live; 

He that could tear his eyes out, ſure can find 

Some deſperate way to ſtifle this curs'd breath, 

Or if I ſtarye! but that's a lingring Fate; 

Or if I leave my brains upon the Wall ! 

The airy Soul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot 

Thoſe bounds with which thou ftriv'ſt to pale her in 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpight of thee ; 


In th' other World, Ill curſe thee for this uſage. [ Exit. 

Hem. Tireſias , after him, and with your Counſel 
Adviſe him humbly z charm, if poſlible, 

Theſe feuds within : while I without extinguiſh , 
Or periſhin th attempt, the furious Creor 
That Brand which ſets our City in a flame. 

Tir. Heay n proſper your intent , & give a period 
To all your Plagues : what old Iireſias can | 
Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Manto, to the Tow'r, 

| | (Ex. Tir. Manto, 
Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this fray, 

(Trumpets again. 

Or fall together in the bloody broil. Exit. 


Enter 
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ter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon, and his Party, 
| giving ground to Adraſtus. 


Creon. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraſtus Prince of Argos: 

Hear , and behold; Eurydice is my Priſoner. 

Adr. What would'ſt thou, Hell- hound? 

Creon. See this brandiſh'd Dagger: 

forgoe th' advantage which thy Arms have won, 

Or, by the Blood which trembles through the heart 

t her whom more than life I know thou lov'ſt, 

l bury to the haft, in her fair breaſt, 

Ihis Inſtrument of my Revenge. (hand. 
Adr. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch ; hold, ſtop thy bloody 
Creon. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, 

This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 

Adr. Away my Friends, fince Fate has ſo allotted ; 

gone, and leave me to the Villain's mercy. 

Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus! Call em, call'em back! 

nd there; come back! O cruel barbarous Men ! 

ould you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King, 

After ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, 

o periſh by the hand of this baſe Villain? 

Why rather ruſh you not at once together 

All to his ruin? Drag him through the Streets 

ng his contagious quarters on the Gates ? 

or let my death affright you. | 

Creon, Die firſt thy ſelf then. 

Adr. O, Icharge thee, hold. 

Hence, from my preſence all: he's not my Friend 

That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas d? 


; ( Ex. Attendants. 

Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do 
That can attone thee ? Slake thy thirit of blood, 
With mine: but ſave, O fave that innocent wretch. 
Creon. Forego thy Sword,and yield thy (elf my Priſoner ; 

Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of hope to ſave 
Thy precious life, my dear Agraſtus , 
F 5 Whate'er 
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Whatc'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho odds oppoſe thee?  ' 
For me, O, fear not; no, he dares not touch me!. 
His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword 
Leit I be raviſti d after thou art ſlain. 
Adr. Inſtruct me, Gods! What ſhall Adrafars do? 
Creen. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: wy} / 
Soldiers 
With numbers will o'er-pow'r thee, Ie t thy wiſh 
, Eurydice ſhould fall before thee ? 
| Aar. | raytor, no: 


2” a ts. Att 


Retter, that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. | 
Creon. Then cat thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. 
Adr. Hold thy rais d arm;give me a moments pauſe] 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 10 
( 
at 


|, 


My Son, faid he, let this be thy laſt refuge; 
it thou forgo't it, miſery attends thee : 

Yet Love now charms that from me, which in all 0 
The hazards of my lite [| never loft. 

Tus thine, my faithfuli Sword, my only truſt ; 

Tho' my Heart tells me that the gift is fatal. 

Creon. Fatal ! Yes, fooliſh love-ſick Prince, it ſhall: 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, My woundsremembrance, fe 
Turn all at once the fatal point upon thee. lc 
| Pyracmen to the Palace ſtraight . Diſpatch J 
f The King hang Hemon up, for he is loyal, 8 
And will oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready? 
|; Adr. Yet, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 

Eur. Hold Creen, or through me, through me you 

wound, TRL 

Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both; behold 
I'm not unarm'd, my Ponyard'sia my hand: 
Therefore away. 


1 ur. Il guard your life with ine. 5 


I 
| 
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Creon. Die bath then; there is now no time for dal- 
lying ( Kills Eurydice. 
Eur. 


8 y. Ah, Prince, farewel ! Farcwel, my dear 4. 


| draſtus. | [ Dies 
ne! Adr. Unheard of Monſter ! Eldeſt born of Hell 
5 vn, to thy primitive Flames. [ Stabs Creon. 


Creon. Help, Soldiers , help: 
do? enge me. 
d: my Adr. More; yet more: a thouſand wounds! 
ſtamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 
h (Adraſtus falls, kill d by the Soldiers. 


ur Hæmon, Guards, with Alcander, and Pyracmon 
bound the A ſſaſſins are driven off. 


Ha mon, I am ſlain; nor need I name 
auſe! The inhumane Author of all Villanies; 
here he lies gaſping. 
Creon. It I muſt plunge in flames, 
rn firſt my arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 
o act the dictates of my daring Mind: 
rn, burn for ever, O weak ſubſtitute 
that, the God, Ambition. (Dies 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks. man, in the Heart? 
ſhall: Fet in the pangs of Death ſhe graſps my hand: 
rance, fer lips too tremble, as it ſhe would ſpeak 
er laſt farewel. O, Oedipus , thy tall 
great: and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 
icy talk of Heroes, and Celeitial Beauties, 
ö 14 wondrous pleaſures in the other World; 
e. t me but find her there, I ask no more, Dies. 


Enter 4 Captain to Hæmon, with Tireſias. 
and Manto. 


a robbꝰ dl T ygreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 
ated Murders that amaze Mankind: 


 dal- 
dice. 
Eur. 


bat O, Sir, the Queen Jocaſta, ſwift and wild, 
; 


In 
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In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 15 
On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons 
Stabb d through the breaſts upon the bloody pillows, L 
Hem, Relentleſs Heav'ns! is then the Fate of Lajua | 4 
Never to beaton'd Ho ſacred ought lj 
Kings lives be held, when but the death of one rs fi 
Demands an Empire's blood for Expiation ? A 
But ſee! the furious mad Focaſta's here. 0 


[ Scene draws, aud diſcovers Jocaſta heli Nut 
by her Women , and ſtabb'd in n 
many places of her bofom , key £0 
Hair diſheveled , her Children ſain Ii 
upon the Bed. 4 


Vas ever ſuch a ſight of ſo much horror, 
And pity, brought to view! : 

Joc Ah, cruel Women! | 
Will you not let me take my laſt farewel 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 
My melting Soul upon their bubling wounds! 
I'll priat upon their coral mouths ſuch kiſſes, 
As ſhall recall their wandring Spirits home. 
Let me go, let me go, orl will tear you picce-medl, 
Help, Hemos, help: 
Help, Oedipus; help, Gods; Jocaſta dies. 


Al 


Enter Oedipus above 


oed. 1've found a Window, and I thank the Gods, 
"Tis quite unbarr'd , ſure by the diſtant noiſe, 
The height will fit my fatal purpole well. 

Joc. Whathoa, my Oedipus; ſee where he ſtands! 
His groping Ghoſt is lodg*d upon a Tow'r, 
Nor can it find the road: Mount, mount my Soul; 
IIl wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in lambent flames! 
And io we'll {all : 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy coaſt ; 


And 


russ. 3 


| 'Ia!l the Golden ſtrands are cover'd o'er 
ch glorious Gods, that come totry our Cauſe; 
. e, Jove whoſe Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
Lajts Þ-who himiclf burns in unlawful fires, 4 
ljudge, and ſhall acquit us O, tis done; 
u fixt by Fate, upon Record divine: | 
xd Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. ( Dies. 
bed. Speak, Hamon ; what has Fate been doing there? 
la hel Nut dreadful deed has mad Jocaſta done ? ( {prings 
% m. The Queen her ſelt, and all your 57:2tched Off- 
„ lf by her fury Hain. e 
n ſain (4d. By all my vroes, 
" "Þlxout-done me in Revenge and Murder 
Al ſhould envy her the fad applaule : 
„Oh! my Children! Oh, what have they done; 
b was not like the Mercy of the Heav'ns, 
ſet her madneſs on ſuch cruelty: _.. 
s ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings 1 7 
I with my laſt breath I muſt call you Tyrants, 
lem. What mean, you vir ?. 
ded. Focaſta! lo, I come. 
„eas, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 
eil; Fic Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, 
weeping rang d along the gloomy ſhore; 
rend your arms t embrace me; for I come. 
all the Gods too from their battlements 
bold and wonder at a Mortals daring ; 
| |, when I knock the goal of dreadful Death, 
ls, fut and applaud me with a clap of Thunder : 
ce more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
it as a falling Meteor; lo, I flye, 
thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. 
Thunder. He flings himſelf from the window! 
The Thebans gather about his body. 
Hem. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more 
fers d effect of the molt deep deſpair ! 
lir, Ceaſe your complaints, & bear his Body hence: 
And 2 - ; | The 


— 
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The dreadful fight will daunt the drooping Thebans ; 
Whom Heav n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory, 
Yet by theſe terrible Examples warn'd , g 
The ſacred Fury that allarms the World, 

Let none, tho ne er ſo virtuous, great and high, 
Bc judg'd entirely bleſt bctore they die, 


( Exennt. 
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Theodohus, or the force of Love a7 foo '® 
Sophonisba, or Hannibals overthrow j / 6 
Chit-Chat. TT” «  MAullegrem 6 
Buſiris K. of Egypt. i Young. 6 


The Siege of Damaſcus  » - +— Hughes, 6 


Theſe Plays are ſold together in Volumes , bound 
or ſtiched: moſt oſſthem̃ axe alſo ſold apart, at the 


prices here mark d. 
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